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ADVEaXISEMENT. 

With  tbe  eseeption  of  a  !e\r  poems,  this  rolume  oon- 
taina  the  complete  poetical  works  of  Sir  Walter  Scott.  Hia 
entire  poems  would  form  a  volumo  too  large  for  the  plan  of 
tlie  publisliers ;  wMch  was  the  issue  at  a  complete  list,  in  a 
cbeap  form,  of  the  select  poetical  works  of  dl  the  st^nilaTd 
poets.  This  is  one  of  that  series,  now  nearly  completed,  — 
and.  it  Is  believed  the  oroissloos  alluded  to  will  not  prove 
objectionable,  as  they  have  added  rery  little,  if  anything, 
to  the  reputation  of  the  gieat  bard. 
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INTEODUCTION. 

The  wiy  ivtj  long:,  diP  nmcl  wps  ci>ld, 

The  Minetrpl  v.as  mlina  ind  old, 

Hi?  withered  chi-ek,  and  tte?ses  gray, 

Seemed  to  ba\e  known  a  better  day, 

The  harp,  his  sole  remamiog  joy, 

Was  Lirned  by  an  orphan  boy 

The  last  of  ill  the  bards  waa  bo. 

Who  suag  ot  Bofdor  ohivilry, 

For,  Weill  day'   their  date  vraa  fled. 

His  tunetul  brethren  all  were  dpad , 

And  he,  neglected  an  I  oppicased, 

Wished  to  be  iMth  them,  ind  at  rest 

No  morp,  on  prancing  palfiey  borne, 

He  caiolled,  hght  as  lark  at  mom, 

No  longei  courted  ani  owesaed. 

High  placed  in  ball    a  wplcome  gue^t, 

He  poured  to  lord  and  lady  gay, 

Tlip  unpremeditited  lay , 

01(1  time?  were  obanged,  old  manners  gone 

A  stranger  hlled  the  Stnarts  tlirone, 

The  bigots  of  tile  iron  time 

Had  called  ha  hirmles?  art  ft  crime. 

A  wandenng  hiiper,  scorned  and  poor, 

He  begged  his  bread  fiom  door  to  door; 

And  tuned,  to  please  t  peasant's  ear. 

The  haip,  a  King  had  loved  to  hear 
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He  passed  where  Newark's  stately  tower 
Looks  oat  from  Yarrow's  birehen  bower  j 
The  Minstrel  gazed  witli  wishful  eye  — 
No  humbler  resting'  place  was  nigh, 
With  hesitating  step,  at  last, 
The  embattled  portal-arcli  he  passed. 
Whose  ponderous  grate  and  massy  bar, 
Had  oft  rolled  back  the  dde  of  ww, 
But  never  closed  the  iron  door 
Against  the  desolate  and  poor. 
The  Duchess  marked  his  weaiy  pace, 
His  timid  mien,  and  reverend  face, 
And  bade  her  page  the  menials  tell, 
That  they  should  tend  the  old  man  weil 
For  she  had  known  advereity, 
Though  horn  in  such  a  high  degree ; 
In  pride  of  power,  in  beauty's  bloom. 
Had  wept  o'er  Monmonth's  bloody  tomb 

When  kindness  had  his  wants  supplied, 

And  the  old  man  waa  gratified, 

Began  to  raise  his  minstrel  pride: 

And  he  began  to  talk  anon, 

Of  good  Earl  Francis,  dead  and  gone, 

And  of  Earl  Walter,  rest  him  God ! 

A  braver  ne'er  to  battle  rode ; 

And  how  full  many  a  tale  he  Itnow, 

Of  the  old  warriors  of  Buccleuch ; 

And,  would  the  noble  Duchess  deign 

To  listen  to  an  old  man's  strain, 

Though  stiff  his  hand,  his  voice  though  weak, 

He  thonght  even  yet,  the  sooth  to  speak. 

That,  if  she  loved  the  harp  to  hear. 

He  could  make  music  to  her  ear 
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The  present  scene,  the  future  iot, 
Hia  toiia,  his  wants,  were  bU  forgot: 
Cold  diffidence,  and  age's  frost, 
In  the  full  tide  of  song  were  lost; 
Each  hhs^ik,  in  faithless  memory  void, 
The  poet's  glowing  thought  supplied ; 
And,  while  iiis  liaru  ri 
'Twas  tlius  tlio  Latks 
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LAV   01''   TIIK   LAST   MINSTREL. 


CANTO  FIRST. 

Tee  feaat  wns  over  in  Branltsome  tower, 
And  the  Ladye  Imd  gone  to  lier  secret  bower; 
Her  bower  that  wis  guarded  by  word  s  nd  by  spell, 
D    dly  f     I  nd  d     dly  to  t  11  — 

1         M     a,    h    Id  11 


Ti      t.bl      w        dn         t  dl  all 

Kn  gl  t        dig      aJ  d  1    u    i   Id    qu     , 
L    t      d  thr       f    tl      1  fty  biJl 

O  d  d  d    h      mpl     fi 

rh      ta    I        J  y       th  th      1  as 

Lytrtrldp       th  lyfl 

A   1  u  g   1         dre  th    f       t  ra 

P         T        t   ton     t    C  ltd  i 

N  It       ty  1  n  gl  t      f  f  m 

H        tJi        1    Id    in  Branks  m    Hall 
N  dtwtyqesfnn 

B       IttI         hirtdfmbwtJ 
N       and  tn-     ty  y  t  11 

Waited,  duteous,  on  them  all . 
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The)   ne  e  all  Itiiightg  ot   mettle  true 
Ki!)6iiiPn  {■>  tiie  bold  Buccleuch 

Ten  of  then  were  sKatJied  in  steel, 
With  belted  ''noTi,  and  spur  on  heel. 
They  quitted  not  their  harne'i^  bright 
Neither  by  day,  nor  jet  bj   ni^ht 

They  lay  down  to  rest 

With  corslet  Idced 
PiUnwed  on  bucHer  cold  and  hard 

They  carved  at  the  meal 

With  gloves  ot  Bleel, 
And   they  drank   tht    red  wine  thiough  the 
helmet  bMi^d 

Ten  aqunea,  ten  jeomeu,  imil  clad  men. 
Waited  the  beck  ot  the  iiatders  ten, 
Thirty  steeds,  loth  fleet  and  wight. 
Stood  saddled  m  stabb  day  and  night, 
Barbed  with  frontlet  ot   stei-l    I  trow. 
And  with  Jedwood  ixe  at  saddle  bo«  , 
A  bundled  moie  fpd  free  in  stall   — 
Such  was  the  luoton  of  Bnnkaome  Hall 

Why  do  these  steed-  i-taud  leidy  dight' 
Why  watch  those  uaniora,  armed,  by  nigit' 
They  natch,  to  hear  the  bloodhound  baying, 
They  watch,  to  hear  the  war  horn  braying  , 
To  see  St  George's  led  cro-s  streanunff, 
To  see  the  midnight  beacon  gleaming, 
They  watch,  against  Southern  foii,e  and  guiie, 
Lest  Scroop,  or  Howard,  or  Percy's  powers. 
Threaten  Branksome'a  lordly  lowers 
From  W'liwiclt,  oi  Naworth,  or  meiTy  rarlislo 


h,  Google 


Such  is  the  custom  of  BraiiTisome  Hall.  — 

Many  a  valiaDt  knight  is  here ; 
But  he,  the  Chieftsin  of  them  all, 
His  Bwoi'd  hangs  rusting  on  the  wall, 

Beside  his  broken  spear. 
Bards  long  shall  teU, 
Hott-  lord  Walter  fell ! 
When  startled  hurghcrs  fled,  afkr, 
The  furies  of  the  Border  war ; 
When  the  streets  of  high  Dunedin 
Saw  lances  gleam,  and  falcjiiona  redden, 
And  heard  the  slogan's  deadly  yell  — 
Then  the  Chief  of  Braoksome  fell. 

Can  piety  the  discord  heal, 

Or  stanch  the  death-feud's  enmity? 
Can  Christian  lore,  can  patriot  zoal, 

Can  love  of  blessed  charity? 
No !   vainly  to  each  holy  shrine, 

In  mutual  pilgrimage  they  drew; 
Implored,  in  vain,  the  grace  divine 

For  chiefs,  their  own  red  falchions  slew ; 
While  Cesaford  owes  the  nde  of  Cor, 

While  Ettrick  boasts  the  line  of  Scottj 
The  slaughtered  chiefs,  the  mortal  jai-, 

The  havoc  of  the  feudal  wat*. 
Shall  never,  never  be  forgot ! 

In  sorrow,  o'er  lord  Walter's  bier 
The  warlike  foresters  had  bent; 

And  many  a  flower,  and  many  a  tew, 
Old  Teviot's  maids  and  matrons  lent; 

But  o'er  her  warrior's  bloody  bier 

The  Ladye  dropped  uor  flower  nor  tear' 
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Vengeance,  Jeep-brooding  o'ei  the  slain. 

Had  locked  the  soiiice  of  ■-oftei  woe ; 
And  hurmng  piide,  and  high  disdain, 

Forbade  the  nsing  tear  to  flow , 
Untd,  amid  his  sorrowmg  clan, 

Her  Bon  lisped  from  the  nurse's  knee  — 
"And  if  1  live  to  be  i  min 

My  fdfJier's  death  revenged  aliall  be ! " 
Then  fast  the  mother's  teais  did  seek 
To  deiv  the  infant's  kindling  cheek. 

AH  looHe  htr  nci,ligent  ittire, 

All  loose  lier  gildcn  hair, 
Hung  Margaiet  o'er  her  slaughtered  sure, 

And  Tiept  m  ivild  despatf 
But  not  alone  thp  bittei"  teai 

Had  hliil  gnef  supplied , 
For  hopeltsa  love,  and  anxious  fear. 

Had  lent  tbeir  mingled  tide 
Nor  in  he)  mother'a  alteied  eye 
Dared  she  to  look  foi  sjmpathy 
Her  lovei,  'gainst  her  father's  cItji, 

With  Ctt  in  aiTM  had  stood, 
When  M  ithouse  hurn  to  Melrose  ran. 

All  purple  with  tl)«n  blood 
And  wbU  she  Itnew,  hei  mother  dread. 
Before  Lord  Ciinstoun  she  should  wed, 
Would  see  liei  nn  liei  i!ying  bed 

Of   noble  race  the  Ladye  c^me. 
Her  fatheL  ivas  a  cjeik  nt  fame. 
Of  Beitbune's  line  of  Picardie 
He  learned  the  art,  that  none  miv  name. 
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Prom  tiie  groun  of  the  wind-swuDg  oak. 
From  the  solleii  echo  of  the  rook. 
Prom  tlie  voice  of  the  coming  storm, 

Tho  Ladye  knew  it  well ! 
It  was  the  Spirit  of  the  Plood  who  spoke, 

And  he  called  on  the  Spirit  of  the  FelL 


"  Brother,  nay  — 

On  my  hills  the  moonboama  play 
Prom  Craik-cross  to  Skelfhill-pen, 
By  every  rill,  in  every  glen. 

Merry  elves  tlieir  morrice  pacing, 

To  aerial  miiistrelay. 
Emerald  rings  on  brown  heath  tracing, 
Trip  it  defl  and  merrily. 
Up,  and  mark  their  nimble  feet  t 
Up,  and  list  their  miraic  sweet ! " 


"  Tpui's  ol   an  impiiaonnd  maiden 
Mi^  with  my  polluted  stieam , 
Margaiet  of  Brankiome,  sonow-laden. 

Mourns  beneath  the  moon's  pale  beam. 
Tell  me,  thou,  who  vieweat  the  stars, 
When  shall  cease  these  feudal  lors  ' 
What  shall  be  the  maiden's  tate  ' 
Who  shall  he  the  miiden'o  mate ' ' 
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b     W 11  t  D  1      n     fcood  at  need, 

M     nt  tl  th  ht    t    teed; 

Spar        t  t      p       n        ti  fc  t    ride, 
U  1 1  tl  m    to  faa     I        dside ; 

And       M  1  OS      h  ly  p  1 
&    k  tl        th    M    1      f     t    Mary's  aisle. 

G      t  th     t  tl  II  fro      ne; 

b  J    tit  th    f  t  d  1         s  come, 

A  d  (>      1th     h  11       t  I   with  thee, 
T         a  th     trens  f   the  tomh  : 

Per  this  will  be  St.  Michael  s  night, 
And,  though  stars  be  dm,  thp  moon  is.  linght; 
Anil  Hie  Cioas,  of  bloody  led, 
Will  point  to  the  giaie  ot   the  mighty  dead 
What  he  {.nf^  thee,  sep  thou  Ictp, 
Stay  not  thou  ior  tood  oi  sleep 
Be  It  scroll,  oi  be  it  hook, 
Into  It,  Itnifflit   thuu  must  not  look , 
If  thou  leadest,  thnu  art  lorn ' 
Bettei  liad'st  thou  no'ei  been  hora" 

"  O  hwiflJ)   can  '.peed  my  dapple  gray  steed. 

Which  (Irnika  of  the  TeMOt  clear. 
Ere  break  oi   dj,y,"  the  wainor  'gan  say, 

"AgTin  will  I  be  here 
And  solei  bj   none  raay  thy  errand  b(,  done, 

Than,  nohle  dane,  by  me, 
Letter  noi  lint.  l.now  I  i!i,yei  a  one, 

Were't  mj   u"  '  terse  nt  Hainbeo" 

Soon  in  his  sj.ddle  -.ite  he  fast. 
And  boon  tlie  steep  descent  he  pnst, 
Soon  ciosjed  tlie  sounding  barbican, 
And  soon  the  Tevjot  side  he  won. 
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Eastward  the  wooded  path  he  rode ; 
Green  hazels  o'er  liis  basnet  nod : 
He  passed  the  Peel  of  Goldiland, 
And  crossed  old  Bortliivick's  roaring  strand ; 
Dimly  he  viewed  the  Moat-hill's  mound, 
Where  Druid  shades  still  flitted  round ; 
In  Harwick  twinkled  many  a  light; 
Behind  him  soon  they  set  in  night; 
And  soon  he  spra'ced  his  courser  keen 
Beneath  t!ie  tower  of  Hazeldeail. 

The  clattering  hoofs  the  watchmen  mark ;  — 
"Stand,  ho!  thou  courier  of  the  dark." 
"  For  Brankaome,  ho ! "  tlie  knight  rejoined. 
And  left  the  friendly  tower  behind. 
He  turned  him  now  from  Tevioteide, 

And,  guided  hy  the  tinltling  riil, 
Northwfu-d  the  dai-k  ascent  did  ride, 

And  gained  the  moor  at  Horseliehill ; 
Broad  on  the  left  before  him  lay, 
For  many  a  mile,  the  Roman  way. 

A  moment  now  he  slacked  his  speed, 
A  moment  breathed  his  panting  steed ; 
Drew  saddle-gicth  and  corslet-band, 
And  loosened  in  tlie  sheath  his  brand. 
On  Minto-crags  the  moon-beams  glint. 
Where  Barnhill  hewed  his  bed  of  flint; 
Who  flung  his  outlawed  limbs  to  test, 
Where  falcons  hang  their  giddy  nest. 
Mid  clifia,  from  whence  his  eagle  eye 
For  mtuiy  a  league  his  prey  could  spy ; 
Clifls,  doubling,  on  their  echoes  borne, 
The  ten'ors  of  the  robber's  horn ; 
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Olifis,  which,  for  nian\   a  latci  year, 
The  warbUng  Done  reed  shall  lieii, 
When  some  aad  siiam  shall  teach  tho  grove, 
Ainbition  lb  lie  cure  tii  Io\i 


Lnchitll  iigsil,  tlitiii-e  past  Delorime 
To  0DCJ''nt  Riddel's  fair  domain, 

Where    ViJl,  from  mountiina  freed, 
Down  from  the  lakes  did  iixing  oorne. 
Each  wme  wja  crested  vFith  ta«ny  foam, 

Like  the  mine  of  a  chestnut  steed. 
In  vain'   no  torrent,  deep  oi  broad, 
Might  bii  the  bold  moss  tiooper's  road 


At  the  tiKt  jilnnffe  tiie  lioi^e  '.unk  Ion, 

And  the  water  bioke  o'ei  the  aaddlpbow; 

Above  the  foaming  tide,  I  wten, 

Scarce  hilf  the  thargei's  neck  wan  seen ; 

For  he  was  baided  from  coiintBr  to  tail. 

And  the  rider  was  irmed  romplete  in  mail; 

Never  heavier  man  and  hoiae 

Stemmed  a  midnight  toiTent's  torce 

The  narriJi'b  very  plarae    I  siy, 

Was  daggled  by  the  dashing  spi-ay , 

\et,  through  good  heart,  and  oiu  Ladye'a  graeo, 

^t  Ipn^tb  lit  gamed  th"  liiiidinff  place 


Noil  Bowden  Mdoi  the   imich  man  won 
And  sleinl^   shtol    his  pluned  head, 

Ab  glanced  Ins  eje  o'er  Halidon, 
For  on  hi5  soul  the  slaughter  rod 
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Ot  tliat  unhallowed  mom  aio^e, 
When  first  the  Scott  and  Cii  nero  fue 
Wlien  rojal  James  beheld  tlie  Bay, 
Piize  to  the  yjctor  of  the  day, 
When  Home  and  Douglas,  m  the  van. 
Bora  down  Bucclpuch's  retiring'  clan, 
Till  gallant  Cessford's  heart  blood  deaj 
Reeked  on  dark  Flliots  Border  ope-u 


In  bitter  mood  he  spuireil  fiat, 

And  soon  the  liated  heath  was  pist, 

And  far  beneafi ,  in  litutre  nin, 

Old  Melroa'  rose,  and  fan  Tweed  ran: 

Like  some  tall  rotk,  with  licbens  gray. 

Seemed,  dimlj   huge,  the  doik  Abbaye, 

When  Hawick  he  pa^ed,  had  emfew  rung 

Now  midnight  lauds  were  in  Slelrose  sung 

The  sound  upon  tlie  fitful  gale 

In  Boleinn  vnsf  did  iise  iind  fail, 

Like  thd.t  wild  hup,  wliose  magic  tone 

Is  wakened  by  the  windi  alone 

But  «  hen  Melrose  he  reached,  'tii  aa  silence  all 

He  meetly  otubled  bis  steed  m  BtiH 

And  bought  tht   comtnt'i  lonHy  wall 


Hebe  paused  the  harp;   and  with  its  swell 
The  Master's  firn  and  courage  fell : 
Dejectedly,  and  loiv,  he  bowed. 
And,  gazing  timid  on  the  crowd, 
He  aeeined  to  seek,  in  every  eye. 
If  they  approved  his  minstrelsy; 
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CANTO   SECOND. 

If  thou  "oUdit  vieiv  fiir  Melrose  aright, 
Go  visit  It  by  die  pale  moonlight ; 
r™  the  gAy  beaJiis  of  hghtaome  day 
Gi1d    but  to  fl     t   th  13  gi  y 

When  the  b    k         rch  bl    1  ligh 

And  "icii  si    ft  a         1     1  nm  h  t   ; 

When  thi.  c  11  1  gl  t  rt         hw 

Streams  nn  ti  1         t    1  tow 

When  buttrea        d  b  ttr  sa     It  ni  tely 
Seem  framed  ot   ebon  and  ivory , 
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us  LAY     OF     THE 

For  he  had  himself  been  a  warrior  bold, 

And  fought  in  Spain  nntl  Italy. 
And  lie  thought  on  the  daya  tliat  were  long  since  by, 
When  his  linibs  were  sti'ong,  and  his  courage  was  high: 
N  1  1  f     t,  h     I  d  th         y 

Wl  ltd  d    t!      -^  d       1  J 

Tl     pU      1       !  ti       I     d, 

A  d  b        ti   tl       ft  th    b  f  the  dead. 
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Suddenly 

he  flymg  jennet  nheel 

And  hurl  th?  unexpected  dart 

He  knew,  by  the  etrparaerj  that  9hu 

t  lo  bright 

That  spuits 

iieie  iiding  thp  nuithein  light. 

Bj  a  step!  rlenclipl  po=tijn  d(or 

They  entered  now  the  chancel  tall , 
Thp  darkened  riof  rise  high  aloof 

On  pillar?,  lofty,  and  light,  and  ■'mall 
The  key  stone,  that  ioclied  each  ribbed  aisle, 
Was  a  Hem  de  Ijs,  or  a  qiatre  teuiUe 
The  corbolia  weie  carved  giotesfjue  and  grim; 
And  the  pillars,  ivitli  clustered  shafts  bo  trim, 
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With  basB  and  with  capital  flouriBhed  around, 
Seemed  hundles  of  lances  which  garlands  had  bound. 

Pull  many  a  scutcheon  and  banner,  riven, 
Shook  to  tho  uold  night-wind  of  heaven, 

Around  tlie  screened  altars  pale; 
A^d  there  the  dying  lamps  did  burn 
Before  thy  low  and  lonely  urn, 
O  gallant  Chief  of  Otterhurne, 

And  thine,  dark  Knight  of  Liddesdale! 
0  fading  honors  of  the  dead ! 
O  high  ambition,  lowly  laid ! 

The  moon  on  the  east  oriel  shone, 
Through  slender  shafts  of  shapely  stone, 

By  foliaged  tcaceiy  combined ; 
Thou  would'st  have  thouglit  some  fairy's  hand, 
Twixt  poplars  straight,  the  osier  wand, 

111  many  a  freakish  knot  had  twined  ; 
Then  framed  a  spell,  when  the  work  was  doiio, 
And  changed  iJie  willow- wreaths  to  stone. 

The  silver  light,  so  pale  and  famt, 

Showed  many  a  prophet,  ajid  many  a  aainl. 
Whose  image  on  the  glass  was  dyed; 

Full  in  the  midst,  his  Cross  of  Red 

Triumphant  Michael  brandished. 
And  trampled  the  Apostate's  pride. 
The  moon-heam  kissed  the  holy  pane, 
And  threw  on  the  pavement  a  bloody  stain. 

They  sate  them  down  on  a  marble  stone, 

A  Scottish  monarch  slept  below ; 
Thus  spoke  the.  Monlt,  in  solemn  tone :  — 

"  I  was  not  always  a  man  of  woe  ; 
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"I  swove  to  bury  his  Mighty  Book, 
That  never  mortal  might  therein  look ; 
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And  never  to  tell  where  it  was  hid, 

Save  at  his  chief  of  Bcsnlisome's  need ; 

And  when  that  need  was  past  and  o'er, 

Ag-jiin  the  volume  to  restore. 

I  buried  him  on  St.  Michael's  night. 

When  the  bell  tolled  one,  and  the  moon  was  brig 

And  I  dug  his  chansber  among  the  deid. 

When  the  floor  of  the  chancel  was  stained  red, 

That  his  patron's  Cross  might  over  him  wave, 

And  scare  the  fiends  from  the  Wizard's  grave. 


W  i       M   h    1       tl     t     b  I  1   d 

tran             d      1        ti       h       1  p 

Tl     b                     I      th    t      bl    t 
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"Lo,  Wd.irior'   now,  the  Cross  of  Red 

Points  to  the  grive  of  the  mighty  dead; 

Within  If  burns  a  wondiou^  light, 

To  chase  the  spiiifa  thit  love  the  night' 

That  lamp  ahall  bum  imi]uenchablj. 

Until  the  eti'mtil  doom  sliall  be" 

Slow  moitd  the  Monk  to  the  broad  flag-atone. 

Which  the  bloody  Cross  was  traced  upon 

He  pointed  to  a  secret  nook; 

An  iron  bar  the  warrior  took: 


h,  Google 


And  the  Monk  made  a  sign,  with  liis  withered  hand, 
The  grave's  huge  portal  to  expand. 


the  task  he  went; 
■  tiie  grave-stone  bent; 
heaved  amain, 

from  his  brows,  like  re 
s'bit  strength, 

y    tone  at  length. 


blessed  light; 


iaago  pale. 


With  beating  heart 
His  sinewy  frame  o 
With  the  bar  of  ire 
Till  the  foil-drops  f 
It  was  by  dint    f  pass'nir 
That  he  move  t  tl      n      y 
I  would  you  !    d  b     n  tl 
How  the  light  b    k    f  t! 
Sh'oamed  upward  t    tl        h 
And  through  the  g^ll     es 

No  earthly  fl   n     blia   I 

It  shone  like  h        n       i 
ind   losu  n^  fro     tl  e 
Showed  the  Monks        1 
Danceil  on  ihe  dirk  brow'd  Warrior's  mini, 

find  lansed  h  s  »  wing  plume. 

Before  their  eyes  the  Wiiard  lay, 
As  it  he  had  not  been  dead  a  day. 
Hio  hoaiy  beard  iii  Eilvcr  lolleil, 
He  seemed  some  seventy  winters  old ; 

A  palmer's  auiice  wrapped  hmi  rouiiii, 

With  a  wrought  Spanish  baldric  bound, 
Like  1  pilgnm  from  beyond  the  sea : 

His  lett  hand  held  hia  Book  of  Might ; 

A  silvei  cross  was  in  Ins  right; 
The  lamp  wib  placed  beside  his  knee; 
High  and  majestic  wos  his  look. 
At  which  the  fellest  fiends  had  shook. 
And  all  uniuffled  wis  his  f-tce  — 
They  trusted  hia  -jouI  had  gotten  grace. 
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When  the  huge  stone  siinlt  o'ur  the  tomb, 
The  night  roturned,  iii  double  gloom ; 
Pov  the  raooii  had  gone  down,  and  die  stars  v/i 
And,  as  tliO  Knight  and  Priest  ivithdreii', 
Willi  wavering  steps  and  dizzy  brain, 
They  hardly  might  the  postern  gain. 


h,  Google 


3-1 

T 

OS  tl       gh 

h        ies  ti 

y  p  aa  d 

Th  y  1 

d    to 

IS              th 

hlsst 

\.  J  t! 

ugh  th      1 

gall     e. 

aJl 

Wl    h 

t      d  h   ght  thi    d  th      1 

1        II 

Lo  d 

b        d  1      It 

1    d 

\  d 

hk    th 

i 

\      1   th     I      d    k  pt 

!   Id  J 

B 

tl           p  U 

b        ht 

t    dy 

I 

t  11  h        th 

t    th       y  b 

1     y  th 

tal           tw 

d  t 

N 

tl       i 

tl    r^ 

ajd 

A  d 

1 

d    tl   b   i 

d 

O       y 

d       L  d 

1           t 

=!      J  1 

r 

1    f 

th     d     d 

1           d 

TI 

k     t       d 

h 

11 

\ 

y    p  y 

dp 

pd 

Wl 

ti          t 

t    t  u 

td     b  11  — 

Tl 

M    I     f  fat 

M    y          1 

WIS  dead 

B  t 

h             w      th    b  dy  1   d 

WU   h 

d     1    p  d  t 

t    ^    f     til 

i      pny  d. 

Ti      K 

h    b       Id 

th 

w    d 

A  d    to 

I  la  1     d  hood  to  fi  d 

H            BS 

gl  d  wh       1 

dl            d  tl 

paa    d  th 
f      Abb  } 

r    tl 

3  t      J)o.k 

hi    1 

P      I 

i  It  Ik 

I     I     p 

b    ast 

A  d  )ia 

J      ts        tl 

nrea     f    TO 

tw      d 

'^l     1   Ilk    tl     asp 

md.                                   1! 

1   1!  f 

OS   1           1 

th    d 

f  dy 

B     ■m  t 

h  ght      CI 

tgry 

H    jy 

d  t           th 

f  n  ht 

A  a  h 

1  \      M-u 

11  h 

mi  ht. 

h,  Google 


The  sun  had  biightpned  Cheviot  gray, 

The  siin  hdd  biig-hlpnpd  tlie  Carter'^  side; 
And  soon  beneith  tlie  noiDg  day 

Smiled  Biankaome  toners  and  Teviot's  tide. 
Tho  wild  hirds  told  then  warbling-  tale, 

And  waLened  eierv  flower  tlial  blows, 
\nd  pepped  forth  the  (lolet  pUe, 

\ni  ipreinl  her  biPrtst  tiio  ii 
\ai  loielier  than  the  rose  bj  re( 

Vet  paler  than  tlie  violet  pFiIp, 
She  early  left  her  sleepless  bed. 

The  fairest  maul  ot    rpiiotdale 


Wii\   does  tail  Mai^nrtt  sl   eaily   tnule 

4iid  don  hei  kiitle  so  hoatilie , 
'Vnd  the  silken  knots,  which  in  hurry  &lie  would  make, 

Why  tremble  hei  slender  fingers  to  tie , 
Why  does  she  ntop,  and  liok  often  around, 

\s  she  glides  down  the  secret  staiv  , 

\.nl  nhy  dues  sbt  pat  the  shaggv   blrod  hound, 

Vs  he  rouses  hini  <ip  from  his  lair. 
And,  thovigli  she  passes  the  postern  alone, 
Whj   IB  not  the  ivatchman's  bnglc  blown  ' 


Th?  ladyo  stPpa  in  doubt  and  drt  id, 

Lest  her  n  atchful  mother  hear  her  tread , 

The  ladye  caiesees  the  rough  blood  hound, 

L"st  his  voice  should  waien  the  castle  round  ; 

The  watchman's  bugle  i^,  not  blown, 

i  or  he  was  her  foster  father's  son , 

And  she  glides  through  the  greenwood  at  dawn  of  JighEg 

To  meet  Baron  Henry,  her  own  tnie  kmght. 
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The  Knight  anl  I  ily  f      ar?  n  ot 

And  under  the  hawthorns  bouTha  arp  set. 

A  fairer  pair  it  Pre  never  seen 

To  meet  beneath  the  hawthorn  green 

He  was  stately    and  joiing   and  tall 

Dreaded  in  battle    and  love  I  in  hall 

And  she  whei  loie  scarce  toll   scarce  111 

Lent  to  her  i,heek  a  lavelier  red 

When  the  half  ai^h  her  snellnj  b  eu' 

Against  the  silken  iibband  pressed 

When  her  blue  ejpf  thPir  secret  told 

Though  shaded  bj  her  locka  of  gol  1  — 

Where  woiill  you  find  the  peerless  fai 

With  Margaret  of  Branltoone    light  conjMire 

And  now   fair  dames   iiiethinks  I  see 

You  listen  to  my  minstrelBy 

Your  wiving  lofks  ye  backwai  1  throw 

And  sidelong  bend  your  necks  of  snow 

Ye  we^n  to  hear  a  melting  tale 

Of  tvo  true  lovers  m  i  dale 

And  how  thp  Kn  ght,    vith  fender  fire 

To  pin  t  L  ■>  fnitl  f  1  i  ass  on  strove 
8  voie    he  might  at  I  pi  feet  expire 

But  D6\e     neier  cease  to  love 
And  how  she  blushed   and  how  ohe  sighed 
And  half  oonsetiling   half  denipl 
And  said  that  she  would  d  e  a  mai  1  — 
let,  might  the  bloodj   fi,ud  be  stayed 
Henry  of  Cranotouo   ind  only  he 
Mirgiret  of  Bnnkao  ne  s  choice  should  be 

Alas     fair  dameo  joui  hopes  are  van 
My  harp  hia  lost  fhp  enchanting  atnin , 
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It3  lightness  would  my  age  reprove : 
My  hairs  are  gray,  my  limbs  are  old, 
My  heart  is  dead,  my  veins  are  cold 

I  may  not,  must  not,  sing  of  love. 

Beneatlt  an  Oiik,  mossed  o'er  hy  eld, 
Tho  Baron's  Dwarf  his  courser  held. 

And  held  his  crested  helm  and  spear: 
That  Dwarf  was  scarcely  an  earthly  man, 
If  the  tales  were  true,  that  of  him  ran 

Through  all  the  JBorder,  far  and  near, 
'Twas  said,  when  the  Baron  a  hunting  rode 
Through  Eeeds  dale's  glens,  but  rarely  trod, 

He  heard  a  voice  cry,  "Lost!   lost!   lost!" 

And,  lilte  tennis-ball  by  raquet  tossed, 
A  leap,  of  thirty  feet  and  tinee. 

Made  from  the  gorse  this  elfin  shape. 

Distorted  like  some  dwarfish  ape, 
And  lighted  at  Lord  Cranstoun's  knee. 

Lord  Craustoun  was  some  whit  dismayed ; 

'Tia  said  tliat  five  good  miles  he  rode. 
To  rid  him  of  his  company ; 
But  where  he  rode  one  mile,  the  Dwarf  ran  I 
And  the  Dwarf  ivas  first  at  the  castle  door. 

Use  lessens  marvel,  it  is  said. 
This  elvish  Dwarf  with  the  Baron  staid ; 
Little  he  ate,  and  less  he  spoke, 
Nor  mingled  with  tho  menial  flock ; 
And  ofl;  apart  his  arms  he  tossed, 
And  often  muttered,  "Lost!  lost!  lost!" 
He  was  waspish,  arch,  and  litherlie, 
But  well  Lord  Cranstoun  served  hes 
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And  he  of  his  service  was  full  fain; 
For  once  had  he  been  ta.'eji  or  skin, 

An'  it  had  not  been  iiis  rniiiialry. 
All,  between  Home  and  Hermitage, 
Talked  of  Lord  Cranstoun's  Goblin  Page. 

For  the  Baron  went  on  pilgrimage, 
And  took  with  liini  this  elvish  Page, 

.  To  Mary's  chapel  of  the  Lowes : 
For  there,  beside  Oar  Ladye's  lake, 
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pair  Margaret,  through  the  hazel  grove, 
Flew  lilce  the  startled  cushat-dove : 
The  Dwarf  the  stirrup  IieliJ  and  rein; 
Vaulted  the  knight  on  his  sfeed  amain, 
And,  pondering  deep  that  morning's  scene, 
Rode  eastivard  tliruugli  tlie  haivtl^oi'iis  greoii. 


WiiiLF  thus  he  pomed  the  lengthened  tale, 
The  Mmstrel's  voice  began  to  fail 
full  nlyly  smiled  the  observant  p^ge, 
And  gaie  the  withered  hand  of  age 
A  {,oblet,  crowned  with  mighty  "ine, 
The  blood  ot  Velez'  scoiched  vine 
He  raised  the  silver  cup  on  high, 
And   iv}iile  the  big  dfop  filled  his  eye, 
Prayed  God  to  bleRo  the  Duchess  long, 
And  all  "ho  cheered  a  son  of  song 
The  attending  maidens  smiled  lo  see, 
Hon   long,  how  deep,  hon   zealously, 
The  prpcioiis  juice  the  minotrel  quaffed ; 
And  he,  emboldened  by  the  dnuifht, 
Looked  giily  bauk  to  them    and  laughed. 
The  cordial  neotai  of  tlie  bo»l 
Swelled  hiB  old  leins,  and  cheered  his  soul; 
A  lighter,  luehei  p  elude  ran 
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CANTO  THIRD. 

\nd  a  id  I  thit  mj  limbs  were  old , 
An  I  biil  I  thit  riy  Mood  wa?  cold, 
And  thit  mj   kindly  fire  wia  fled, 

Ind  my  poor  intliered  heart  was  deid, 

\iid  that  I  miglit  nut  sing  of  \o\  e  ?  — 
How  could  I  to  the  dearest  theme, 
That  ever  wanned  a  ininstrel'o  dream. 
So  loul,  so  falje,  u  tecreant  ptove ' 
How  Lould  I  inmo  love's  veiy  name. 
Nor  wj]  I,  my  lieirt  to  noti,s  of  fiiiiP  ' 


In  peace,  Love  tum.^  the  sh  pheids  leed; 

In  «Br,  lie  mounts  the  ivinicr's  fcteed, 

In  halls,  IQ  pay  attire  is  6i,en , 

In  himleto,  dances  on  the  grpen. 

Love  rules  the  uonrt,  the  camp,  the  grovo, 

\nd  men  below    and  saints  above , 

Toi  lovo  IS  heaien    and  heaven  is  love 


So  thought  Lord  Cranstcun,  a^  I  iveen. 
While,  pondering  deep  the  tender  scene. 
He  rode  thiough  Brankeome's  hawthorn  greem, 
But  the  Page  shouted  wild  and    hull — ■ 
And  B(an,e  his  helmet  could  he  don, 
When  downward  fiom  the  ahidy  hill 
A  stately  knight  came  pncking  on. 
That  warrioi's  stPed,  io  dapple-gray, 
Was  dark  n  ith  sweat,  tind  splashed  with  clay ; 
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Bent  backivarde  to  his  horse's  tail, 

And  hia  plumes  went  scattering  on  the  gale; 

The  tough  ash  spear,  so  stout  a^d  true, 

Into  a  thousand  flindeis  flew. 

But  Cranatoun's  lance,  of  more  avail. 

Pierced  through,  like  siJIt,  the  Borderer's  mail ; 

Through  shield,  and  jacli,  aud  acton,  paat, 

Deep  m  his  bosom  broke  at  last  — 

StiU  sate  the  warrior  saddle-fast, 

Till,  stumbling  in  the  moilal  shock, 

Down  wont  the  steed,  the  girthing  broke. 

Hurled  on  a  heap  lay  man  and  horse. 

The  Baron  onward  passed  his  course : 

Nor  knew  —  so  giddy  rolled  his  hrain  — 

His  foe  lay  stretched  upon  the  plain. 

But  when  he  reined  bis  courser  round, 
And  saw  his  foeinan  on  the  ground 

Lie  senseless  as  the  bloody  clay. 
He  bade  his  page  to  stauncii  the  wound. 

And  there  beside  the  warrior  stay. 
And  tend  h  ra    n  1  s  doubtf  1  state, 
And  lead  h  a  to  Brankso    e  castle-gate ; 
His  noble  m  nd      as    nly      oved 
For  the  kins    an  of  tl  e  n  a  d  ho  loved. 
"  This  shalt  tho     do  w  tl  out  delay ; 
No  longer  he  e   ny&elt  may  stay : 
Unless  tiie  s  V  fte    I  speed  away, 
Short  shrifl;  w  11  be  at  ny  dying  day." 

Away  in  speed  I  o  d  C      stouu  rode; 
Tho  Goblin-Page  behind  abode ; 
His  lord's  command  he  ne'er  withstood, 
Though  small  his  pleasure  fo  do  good. 
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As  tlie  corslet  off  he' took, 
The  Dwarf  espied  the  Mighty  Book ! 
Much  he  mai'velled,  a  knight  of  pride 
Like  a  booli-bosomed  priest  should  ride : 
He  thought  not  to  search  or  etaunoh  the  wt 
Until  the  secret  he  had  found. 
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Ho!  shoot  not,  Edward—  tis  ft  hoy! 


The  epeaker  issued  from  the  wood. 
And  checked  hia  fellow's  surly  mood, 

And  quelled  the  ban-dog's  h'e: 
He  was  an  English  yoeman  good. 

And  born  in  Lancashire. 
Well  could  he  hit  a  fallow  deer 

Five  hundred  feet  liim  fro ; 
With  hand  more  true,  and  eye  more  clenr, 

No  archer  bended  bow. 
His  coal-black  hair,  shorn  round  and  close 

Set  off  his  Bun-bumed  face ; 
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Old  England's  sign,  St.  George's  crosa, 

His  batret-cap  did  grace  ; 
Hia  bugle-horn  hang  by  his  side. 

All  in  a  wolf-skill  baldric  tied ; 
And  his  short  faulchion,  sharp  and  clear, 
Had  pierced  the  tliroat  of  many  a  deer. 

His  kirtle,  made  of  forest  green, 

Reached  scantly  to  hia  knee ; 
And  at  his  belt,  of  arrows  keen 

A  furbished  sheaf  bore  he ; 
His  buckler  scarce  in  breadth  a  span. 

No  lon^r  fence  had  he  ; 
He  never  counted  him  a  man, 

Would  strilie  below  the  knee ; 
His  slackened  bow  was  in  his  hand, 
And  the  leash,  that  was  his  blood-hound's  band. 

He  would  not  do  the  fair  child  harm. 
But  held  him  with  his  powerful  arm, 
That  he  might  neither  fight  nor  flee ; 
For  when  the  Eed-Crosa  spied  he, 
The  boy  strove  long  and  violently. 
"Now,  by  St,  Geoi-ge,"  the  archer  cries, 
"Edward,  methinks  we  have  a  prize! 
Tliis  boy's  fair  face,  and  courage  free, 
Shows  he  is  come  of  high  degree." 

"Yes!  I  am  come  of  liigh  degree, 
For  I  am  the  heir  of  bold  Buccleuch! 

And,  if  thou  (lost  not  set  me  free. 
False  Suthrou,  thou  shall  dearly  rue! 

For  Walter  of  Harden  shall  come  with  speed, 

And  William  of  Deloraino,  good  at  need. 


h,  Google 


And  every  Scot  from  Eak  to  Tweed ; 
And  if  thou  dost  not  let  me  go, 
Despite  tliy  arrows,  and  thy  bow, 
I'll  have  thee  hanged  to  feed  the  crow ! " 

"  Graniercy,  for  tiiy  good  will,  fair  boy ! 
My  mind  was  never  set  bo  liigh ; 
But  if  thou  ai-t  chief  of  such  a  clan, 
And  art  the  son  of  such  a  man. 
And  over  comest  to  tliy  command, 

Our  wardens  had  need  to  keep  in  good  ordci 
My  bow  of  yew  to  a  hazel  wand, 

Thou'it  make  them  work  upon  the  Border. 
Meantime,  be  pleased  to  coma  with  me, 
For  good  Lord  Daore  shalt  thou  see  ; 
I  think  our  work  is  well  begun. 
When  we  have  talfen  tliy  faUier's  son." 

Although  the  child  was  led  away, 
In  Branksome  still  hs  seemed  to  stay. 
For  so  the  Dwarf  his  part  did  play; 
And,  in  the  shape  of  that  yotmg  boy. 
He  wrought  the  castle  much  annoy. 
The  comrades  of  the  young  Bucolench 
He  pinched,  and  beat,  and  overthrew ; 
Nay,  some  of  them  he  well  nigh  slew. 
He  tore  Dame  Maudlin's  silken  tie ; 
And,  as  Sym  Hall  stood  by  the  liro. 
He  lighted  the  match  of  liis  bandelier, 
And  woefully  acoiohed  the  hackbutteer. 
It  may  hai'dly  be  thought,  or  said, 
The  mischief  that  the  urchin  made. 
Till  many  of  the  castle  guessed, 
That  the  young  Baron  was  possessed. 
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Well  I  «een,  the  cliiirm  he  held 
The  iiobir-  lady  Jia.d  auoE  dispelled , 
But  6he  una  dceplj   busied  then 
To  tend  the  wouuded  Delotaine 

Min,!i  she  wondered  to  find  hnn  lie, 
On  tlie  stone  threshold  stretched  along ; 

SliP  thought  some  -pint  ot   tlie  sky 

Had  done  the  bold  moss-trooper  iirong, 
Ueoause,  despite  hoL  precept  dread, 
Perehance  he  in  the  Book  had  ipad , 
But  tJie  broken  lance  in  his  bosom  stood, 
And  it  was  earthly  steel  and  ivooil 

She  drew  the  splmtei  tcom  the  wound, 

And  «ith  a  chmin  she  staunched  the  blood; 

&he  bade  the  g-asli  he  clednsed  and  bound: 
No  longer  by  his  couch  she  stood , 

But  she  hid  ta'eii  tlie  broken  lance, 
And  wjshed  it  from  the  clotted  gore. 
And  s  lived  tlie  splinter  o'ci  awl  o'er 

William  of  Delociine  in  trance, 

Whene'er  shp  turned  it  round  und  lound, 
T«iBte(I,  as  if  she  galled  hu  wound 
TJiun  to  her  miidens  she  did  say. 
That  he  should  be  whole  man  ind  sound. 
Within  the  coutue  of  a  night  and  day. 

Full  long  she  toilud     for  shp  did  rue 

Mialnp  to  friend  so  utout  sind  trut 

So  passLd  the  di\  — tic  cvemng  tell, 
'Twas  m-ar  the  time  of   cuilew  bell, 
The  air  was  mild,  the  wmd  was  calm. 
The  stream  was  smooth,  the  dew  was  balm; 
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5. 

The  Seaeschal,  wlwee  siliar  hajr 

Was  reddPHPd  by  the  torches'  glire, 

Stool  in  the  midat,  ivifh  gesture  proud, 

i                    And  issued  forth  hia  ETuidites  loud  — 

OP       h  J  t     1  ws  a  bale  of  hre, 

A  d  U                k    ding  u!i  Priesthiughswit 

R  d         t      d     out, 

TI     t      t           t! 

Th        T  d         w        the  Johnstone  clati, 

i                            Tl   t                   true  and  stout  — 

■i           d       t        d  t     Udd    dai 

F          1        th  y          th    bl        g  b  1 

Ell    t        d  A   n^t                       f  \  — 

R  d      Alto         d      f      d    th       d  hf 

A  d      ar    th     waid         ft!       tr  f 

Y          b  lb    t  I  t         b           bl 

0      1           d    I          d  t       ]     t         e." 

r      M    g     t  f        Ih    t       t  1     d 

H  ai  1   f     b  1        tl                r8   tr  ad 

Whl     !     1  th     Jar          ru 

Attiir        tswthlradd 

Th          dy  h        m        p    n^ 

A  a  t       pi    g  1  oof         d                 is 

A  d  1   id                     m      1  d      t 

A  d      t        d       t 

I     hvt          t 

Tl     h  K,  m      gal!  p  a  f  rib 

D   p  r^ui^  to  th          th  t            t, 

Ad        t       d  n-    t        d       rti 

T              tl                  g         m 

A  d  w        th                1        d  all 

h,  Google 


The  ready  pago,  with  hm-ricd  liand, 
Awaked  tlie  need-iire'a  slumbering  brantl, 

And  ruddy  blushed  the  heaven: 
For  a  sheet  of  flame,  from  the  turret  high, 
Waved  like  a  bloofl-flag  on  the  slry, 

All  flaring'  and  uneven, 

Prom  height,  and  hill,  and  cliff,  were  seen ; 
Each  with  warlike  tidings  fraught; 
Each  from  each  the  signal  caught; 
Eacli  after  each  they  glanced  to  sight, 
As  stars  arise  upon  the  night. 
They  gleamed  on  many  a  dusky  tarn 
Haunted  by  the  lonely  earn; 
On  many  a  cairn's  gray  pyramid, 
Where  ui'ns  of  mighty  chiefs  lie  hid ; 
Till  high  Dunedin  the  blazes  saw, 
From  Soltra  and  Dumpender  Law ; 
And  Lothian  heard  the  Regent's  order, 
That  all  should  howne  them  for  Ihe  Border 


The  livelong  night  in  Branksome  rang 

The  ceaseless  sound  of  steel; 
The  caatle-belJ,  with  backward  clang, 

Sent  forth  the  'laruni  peal; 
Waa  frequent  heard  the  heavy  jar ; 
Where  massy  stone  and  iron  bar 
Were  piled  on  echoing  keep  and  tower, 
To  whelm  the  foe  with  deadly  shower ; 
Was  frequent  heard  the  changing  guard, 
And  watchword  from  the  sleepless  ward; 
While,  wearied  by  the  endless  din, 
Blood-hound  and  ban-dog  yelled  within. 
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n  e    oble  Da  ue   an  1  the  bro ! 

har  d  tl      gray  feenes  !  al  s  lugh  toil 

\iil  ^poke     f  dajigar  w  th  ^  simle 
CI  eered  the  young  kmgl  ts    and  counc  1 
Held  w  t!   ti  e  c)  efs  of  r  pe    age 
N    tid    gs  of  the  foe  we  e  bro  ^ht, 
Nor  of   hi    n  mbers  k  e      ti  ey  augl  t. 
Nor  11      hat  t  me  the  truce  he  so  ght 
So   e  SB  d  that  ti  ere     e  e  tho  is-u  d 

I   1  otl  ers  weened  ti  it   t     aa  nau^h 
But  Lpven  Chns    or  Tj   ediJe      en 
Wlo  cane  to  gotler    n  bkok    lal 

\nl  LddesdaJe        tl     mil  avail 

M  ght  d     e  tl  en    ligl  tiy  ba  I    age 
&o  passed  the  anx  o  a      gbt  a  vay 
And  wel  o         vaa  ti  e  peep  of  day 


(  fiatn  tlie  high  s^und  —  tlie  listening  thrt 
Appknd  rtie  Master  of  the  Song; 
And  marvel  much,  in  helpless  age, 
bo  h^d  should  be  Ilia  pilgrimage. 
Ilid  he  no  hiend  — no  daughter  dear, 
His  wuideimg  toil  to  shaie  and  olieet; 
No  -.on,  to  be  hio  father's  stay, 
And  guide  hun  on  the  rugged  way?  — 
'  Aye !  once  he  iiad  —  but  he  was  dead ! ' 
Upon  tiie  harp  he  stooped  his  head, 
And  hasied  himself  the  strings  withal, 
To  hide  the  tear,  that  fain  would  falL 
In  solemn  measure,  soft  and  slow, 
Arosp  a  father's  notes  of  woe. 
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CANTO  FOURTH. 

Sweet  Teviot    on  thy  sil  ei  tide 

The  g-laring  bale  fires  blaze  no  more ; 
No  longer  eteel  clad  ivaniors  ride 

Alon^  tl  y  wild  and  wiUowed  shore, 
^heree  thou  wind  at  by  dale  or  hill, 
All   all  K  peaceful  aU  la  still 

Aa    f  thy  vaves   since  Time  was  bom, 
S  noe  first  th=y  rilled    ipoi  thp  T  vci,dj 
Had  oilv   heird  tin  ahpfhei  U  ie<,d 

No    6tirt(=il  at  thp  Li  i„k  h  m 

Unlike  thi_  t  de  of  human  tu  le 

W  hich    tliough  it  change  in  ceasple<!i  flow, 

Helains  ea  h  griet   leta  ns  eai.h  cr  ne 

Ita  earliest  course  was  doomed  to  know, 
And,  darker  is  it  downward  bears, 
Is  stained  luth  past  and  present  tears 

Low  aa  that  tidp  has  ebbed  with  me. 
It  still  reflecfa  to  memoiy'o  eye 
rhp  hour,  my  bra\e,  my  only  bov, 

Pell  bv  the  side  of  grPat  Dundee 
Why,  when  the  volleying  musket  played 
Vgnmst  the  bJoody  Highland  bkde, 
Why  was  not  I  besidp  hira  hid'  — 
Enough — -hp  died  tin,  rieith  of  f  ime  , 
Enough  —  he  died  «ith  rnnqiiirin|f  Gneme, 

Now  o\er  Bordei  dale  and  tdl, 

Full  wide   md  far  was  teirur  spiead, 

For  pathless  maiBh,  and  mountain  cell, 
The  peasant  left  Ins  lowly  shed. 
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The  fnglitened  flocka  and  herU  were  penl 
Beneath  the  ppel'o  rudn  batflemPnt, 
And  miiils  and  inatruns  diopp^d  the  teai, 
Whilo  ready  waiiiors  seized  the  spear 
From  B: ijiltaome's  t5«ers,  the  watchimn'H  e\ 
Dun  wreathi  of  iliataiit  smoke  can  apj, 
Wlncli,  curhng  in  the  rising  sun, 
Showed  soiitliPin  ravage  nsi  bea;un 

Hon   iDTid  the  heedful  gatP  waid  curd  — 

"Prepare  ye  all  for  blows  and  blood' 
Watt  Tmhnn,  fron  tho  Liddle  bide, 
Cumea  iiading  through  the  flood 
Full  oft  tlie  Tyn^da!"  snaU-hera  knock 
At  hig  lone  gate,  and  proie  thp  hck, 
It  was  hut  last  SL  Bamabnght 
Tliey  'sieged  hirn  a  whole  summer  night. 
But  fled  at  mormnj ,  well  thej  knew, 
In  vam  he  never  twanged  the  yew 
Right  sjiarp  ha"  be''n  the  evening  showei. 
That  drove  him  flora  hm  Liddle  towor, 
\nj,  hy  inv  faith,"  tlie  gate  « ard  said, 
"I  think  'iwill  proiQ  a  W  arden  Eiid  " 

While  thus  liP  spoke,  the  bold  yoeman 
Entered  the  euhoing  barbican. 
He  !piI  a  small  and  shaggy  nag, 
Thit  thiough  a  bog   fioiii  hag  io  hag. 
Could  bound  like  any  Bilhope  stag, 
It  boie  his  wite  and  childien  twain, 
A  half-clothed  seif  was  all  their  train, 
His  «ile    stout,  ruddy,  and  dirk  bio  wed. 
Of  silver  biooch  and  bracelet  proud. 
Laughed  lo  her  fnenda  among  the  crond. 
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H  f    ti  t       pass  n    t  11 

Btplyf       d       dSn  nthal 

A  b  tt     d  h     b 

^  1    th       J    k  as  t  a 

J     lisb    ad    h     Idralosljhn 

A  b    d     ai.     b  1     d  1 

H      p  S    tt  1     !1        1      ti 

S         d  n     ly  dy  d       tl   g 

H       1   ft        d  b  f  w      i  t        th, 

H      J     dy  p  rtn      b 

n       tu  th    L  dy    d  a  T  ni  Ml    h 
Tl     t  d    gs    f  th    B  glis!   f      — 

Bell  d  W II  H        d  I        h 

A  a  L     1  D  tl       ajy        p 

A  d     II  tl      b  I      b  t 

Wl      1         I         1  t  A  I     ta 

They  cioEied  the  Liddle  at  curfew  hour, 
4nd  bmned  my  little  lonely  towur, 
The  fiend  receive  tbeir  aoiiia  therefor ' 
It  had  not  been  burnt  this  jear  or  more 
Barnjaid  and  dnflhng,  blading  bnght, 
faerved  to  guide  mo  on  mj   fliglit, 
But  I  was  chased  the  livt  long  night 
Black  John  of   Vltcshavi,  and  Fer.'us  Gneme, 
Tast  upon  my  traces  came, 
Until  I  turned  at  Pnesthaugh  Sciogg, 
And  shot  then  howee  m  the  bng. 
Slew  Feigus  with  my  lajicp  outright — 
I  liad  him  long  at  high  despite 
He  droie  my  cows  kst  Pastetn's  night" 

Now  weary  scouts  from  Liiideadale, 
Fast  hurrying  in,  conlu'ined  the  tale, 
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As  far  aa  they  could  ludge  by  ken, 

Three  hours  would  bnng  to  Teviot'a  sti'and 
Three  Ihousind  arniLd  Englishmen  — 
Meanwhile,  full  many  a  warlike  band, 
Trora  Te\iot,  Aill,  and  Ettfick  shade. 
Came  in,  their  Chief's  defence  to  aid 


Flora  fair  St  Mary's  silver  ■aa\e, 

Tiom  dreary  Game^cleuch's  dusky  hoijht. 
Ills  ready  lances  Thuiestane  brave 

Arrajpd  beneatli  a  bijiner  bright, 
The  tieasurtd  fleur  de  luce  ha  claims 
'1 0  wreathe  his  shield,  since  royal  Tames, 
Encamped  by  Tola's  mo^s^y  wave, 
The  proud  diotmction  giateful  g8>e, 

FoT  faith  mid  feudal  j'ua , 
What  time,  save  Thirlestano  alone 
Of  Scotland's  stubborn  barons  none 

Would  man_h  fo  southern  wars , 
And  henco,  in  fa  i  remembrance  iiom, 
Yon  sheaf  of  speirs  hie  crest  has  borne , 
Hence  his  high  motto  thines  revealed, — 
'  Reailv,  aye  lealy,    for  the  fieli 

An  aged  km^ht,  to  danger  steeled. 

With  nuny  a  nioos  trnoper,  came  on 
\nA  azure  m  a  golden  field 
The  stai-s  and  crescent  graced  his  shield, 

Witliout  the  bend  of  Jlurdieaton 
Wide  lay  his  lands  round  Oakiiood  tower, 
And  Wide  lound  haunted  Castle  Ower 
High  over  Borthwick's  mountain  flood, 
His  wood  embosomed  o 
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In  the  dark  g-len,  so  deep  below, 
The  herds  of  plundered  England  low ; 
Hia  bold  retainers'  daily  food, 
And  bought  with ,  danger,  blows,  and  blood. 
Marauding  chief!  hia  sole  delight 
Tho  moonlight  laid,  the  morning  fight; 
Not  even  the  Flower  of  yarrow's  charms, 
In  youth   raio-ht  tame  his  race  for  arms  ■ 
A  d    tdl  g      i       P         1    t       t 

A  d    tij]  h     b  !h    h  1     t  p        d. 

Alb   t  th    bhui  h  d  1    k    b  1  w 
W  re     ht         D    1  y      p  tl 
P        t  t  1/  w  rr        1        th  d 

B  f       tl        f  th  r"    b     1 
V  b  1       !  t  tl        H    d         Id 

N         b  It  d  1        1 

Wh  tsl  1    tl     H     k       d  II    d  h  m 

A  d  wnr  than  I       y 

F    m  Y  rr        !      h  t    H    Ih    gh 
F    m  W    dh       li    t    CI     t     gl 
T      p  d  d  1  lb  dp 

n  th  1  B  11     1 

Adbttlta  Bd  d 

T         g  d 

Th    I    dy        aik  d  th         1 

\dlhh     h     tfpd      ro 
Sh    b  d    h     J     thf  1  tt    d, 

Tl  t  1     ra    1 1  k         hi    f  th       f      d 
A  d  1         to  f       h     f 
Th    b  J  p    t    1    k 

I      w  hm  d    w         o,t-b        tir 
A  d  h     t  tn  k    f 

Th     ra  t     po     th      I  ff 
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The  Red  Cross,  on  a  southern  breast, 
Is  broader  thin  the  raven's  nest;    [to  wield, 
Thou,  Wliitslade,  aha.lt  teach  him  his  weapon 
And  o'er  htra  hold  hia  father's  shield." 

Well  may  you  think,  the  wily  Page 
Cared  not  to  face  the  Ladye  sage. 
He  counterfeited  childish  fear, 
And  shrieked,  and  shed  full  many  a  tear, 

And  moaned  and  plained  in  manner  wild. 
The  attendants  to  the  LaJye  told. 

Some  fauy,  sure,  had  changed  the  child. 
That  wont  he  so  free  and  bold. 
Then  wrathful  was  the  noble  Dame  ; 
She  blushed  blood-red  for  very  shame;  — 
"  Hence !  ere  the  clan  liis  faintnefis  view ; 
Hence  with  the  weakling  to  Buccleuch!  — 
Watt  Tinlinn,  thou  shalt  be  his  guide 
To  Ranglebui'n's  lonely  side.  — 
Sure  some  fell  fiend  has  cursed  our  line, 
That  coward  should  e'er  be  aon  of  mine!" 

A  heavy  task  Watt  Tinlinn  had. 
To  guide  the  countorfeited  lad. 
Soon  aa  his  palfrey  felt  the  weight 
Of  that  illl-omen'd  elvish  freight. 
He  bolted,  sprung,  and  reared  amain. 
Nor  heeded  bit,  nor  curb,  nor  rein. 
It  cost  Watt  Tinlinn  mickle  toil 
To  drive  him  but  a  Scottish  mile ; 

But,  as  a  shallow  brook  they  crossed. 
The  elf,  amid  the  running  stream, 
Hia  figure  changed,  like  fonn  in  dream. 

And  fled,  and  shouted,  "Lost!  lost!  lost!" 
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A  hardy  race,  on  Irthing  bred, 
With  kiftles  white,  and  crosses  red. 
Arrayed  beneath  the  banner  tall, 
That  streamed  o'er  Acre's  conquered  wall; 
And  minstrels,  as  they  mai'ched  m  order. 
Played,   "Noble  Lord  Dacre,  he  dwells   on 
the  Eorder." 

Behind  the  Engliah  bill  and  bow, 
The  tnerconarios,  firm  and  slow. 

Moved  on  to  fight,  in  dark  an'ay. 
By  Conrad  led  of  Wolfenstein, 
Who  brought  the  band  from  distant  Rhine, 

And  sold  their  blood  for  foreign  pay. 
The  camp  their  home,  their  law  the  sword, 
They  Iinew  no  country,  owned  no  lord: 
They  were  not  armed  like  England's  aons, 
But  bore  tlie  levin-darting  guns ; 
BufF-coHts,  all  fronncetl  and  bordered  o'er, 
And  morsing-homs  and  scarfs  they  wore ; 
Each  better  knee  was  bared,  to  aid 
The  warriors  in  the  escalade ; 
All,  es  they  marched,  in  rugged  tongue. 
Songs  of  Teutonic  feuds  they  sung. 

But  louder  still  the  clamor  grew. 
And  louder  still  the  minstrels  blew. 
When,  from  beneath  the  greenwood  tree. 
Rode  forth  Lord  Howard's  chivalry ; 
His  men  at  arms,  with  glaive  and  spear. 
Brought  up  the  battle's  glittering  rear. 
There  many  a  youthful  tnight,  full  keen 
To  gain  his  spurs,  in  aiTOs  was  seen ; 
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\Vith  faior  in  his  creat,  or  g\o\e, 

Memorial  of  Lis  ladye  love 

&o  rode  thpy  forth  m  fair  array 

Till  full  their  lengthened  lines  display, 

Ihen  called  a  halt,  d.nd  m^J''  a  stind 

And  cried,  '  St.  George,  tor  merry  England!" 

N)w  every  Engliah  eye   intent, 
Oi  Bnoksomeo  armed  towers  nas  beet, 
&n  iiPir  tliav  \ieie    thit  they  mig-lit  know 
The  atra  ning  ha  -bli  ot   each  troas  bow , 
On  baltlernent  ai  d  bart  za 
Gleamed  axe    aod  spear   a  d  p    t  zan 
Pilcon  and  culver  on  eicl   tower 
Stood  prompt  their  deadly  ha  1  to  sho  v^r ; 
\i  d  flashing  aniior  frequent  broke 
From  eddying  whirla  ol  sable  snoke 
Wl  ere    upon  tower  and  turret  head 
The  seethmg  pitch  and  molte  i  lead 
RLcked   like  a  h  itch  9     ildro     red 
While  >et  Upv  gaze   tl  p  br  dgea  fall, 
Tho  ttioket  opcB    and  fron  the  wall 
R  Abb  fortl    the  hoiry  Sen^achal 

VrniPd  he  rnde    all  'SO^e  thp  heal 
II      white  heard  oer  his  hreist  pHle  sprfffld; 
Unbroke  1 3   age    erect  hi'^  'eat, 
lie  ruled  hs  eaf,er  co  irser  a  gait; 
Force  1  I  m    mth  chastened  fire,  to  prance, 
Anl    high  cirvetting   low  advance : 
In  sign  ]1   t-uce    hia  better  hand 
Displayed  1  peeled  yellow  wand ; 
HiB  squire   attending  m  the  rear. 
Bore  h  gh  1  „     ntl  t  01    a  apear 
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When  they  espiod  him  riding  out, 
Lord  Howard  and  Lord  Dacve  stout 
Sped  to  the  front  of  their  array. 
To  hear  what  this  old  Itnight  should  say. 

"  Ye  English  warden  lords,  of  you 
Demands  the  Ladye  of  Biiccleuch, 
Why,  'gainst  tlie  truce  of  Border-tide, 
Li  hostile  guise  ye  dare  to  ride, 
With  Kendal  bow,  and  Gisland  brand, 
And  all  your  mercenary  band, 
Upon  the  bounds  of  fair  Scotland? 
My  Ladye  reads  you  swith  return; 
And,  if  but  one  poor  straw  you  burn. 
Or  do  our  towers  so  much  molest. 
As  scare  ono  swallow  from  her  nest, 
St.  Mary !  but  we'll  light  a  brand. 
Shall  warm  your  hearths  in  Cumberland," 

A  wrathful  man  was  Daci-e's  lord, 
But  calmer  Howard  took  the  word:  — 
"  May't  please  thy  Dome,  Sir  Seneschal, 
To  seek  the  castle's  outward  wall ; 
Our  pursuviBnt-at-arms  shall  show 
Both  why  we  came,  and  when  we  go." 
The  message  sped,  the  noble  Dame 
To  the  walls'  outward  circle  came  ; 
Bach  chief  around  leaned  on  his  speat. 
To  see  the  pursuviant  appear. 
All  in  Loi'd  Howard's  livery  dressed. 
The  lion  argent  decked  hia  breast; 
He  led  a  boy  of  blooming  hue  — 
O  sight  to  meet  a  mother's  view] 
It  was  the  heir  of  great  Buccleuch. 
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K      hth     d  I      to  !      f  D     glaa     w    d 
W)ii,u  English  blood  swelled  Anoram  foril ; 
ilnd  but  tl  it  Lord  Dacre  a  steed  was  w  ght, 
A  id  bare  h      ably  on  the  fl  ght, 
H  Qselt   1  ad  hopii  had  bbed  n  kmght 
Tor  the  yo  ng  heir  ot  B  ankso   e     1  ne 
Cod  be  1  IS  aid    and  God  be  n  ne 
Thro  gh  me  no  fr  e   1  si  ail   neet  I  is  doom ; 
He  e      1  le  I  1    e    no  toe  finds  room 

Then     f  thy  lords  tl  e  r  pa  pose  urge 
Tai  e     or   lef  ance  lo  d  ind  h  gl 
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To  i    a  e      1  e  B  rder  sl  fan      no- 

St    M    J   to    tie  JO  np   B  ccl     cl    ** 


h,  Google 


The  English  war-cry  answered  wide, 
And  forward  bent  each  southern  spear; 

Each  Kendal  archer  made  a  stride, 
And  drew  the  bow-string  to  his  ear ! 

Each  minstrel's  war-note  loud  was  blown; 

But,  ere  a  gray-goose  shofl:  had  Rovra, 
A  horseman  galloped  from  tho  rear. 


"Ah!  noble  Lords!"  he,  breathless,  said, 
"  What  treason  has  your  march  betrayed  ' 
What  malte  you  here,  from  aid  so  far, 
Before  you  walls,  around  you  war? 
Your  foemen  triumph  in  the  thought. 
That  in  the  toils  the  lion's  caught. 
Already  on  dark  Ruberslaw 
The  Douglas  holila  his  weapon-^ohaw : 
The  lances,  waving  in  his  train, 
Clothe  the  dun  heath  like  autumn  grain 
And  on  the  Liddle's  northern  strand, 
To  bar  retreat  to  Cumberland, 
Lord  Maxwell  ranks  his  merry-men  good 
Beneath  the  eagle  and  the  rood; 

And  Jedwood,  Eske,  and  Teviotilala, 

Have  to  proud  Angus  come ; 
And  (ill  the  Merse  and  Lauderdale 

Have  risen  with  haughty  Home. 
An  exile  from  Northumberland, 

In  Liddesdale  I've  wandered  long ; 
But  still  my  heart  was  with  merry  England, 

And  cannot  brook  my  country's  ivrong. 
And  hard  I've  spun'ed  all  night  to  show 
The  mustering  of  the  coming  foe," 
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"And  let  them  come!"  fierce  Dacra  cried; 
"T  V  t,yft('p'd, 
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And  tins  blight  dibconti'nt,  in^n  say, 
Goat  blood  upon  another  diy 

The  puriun.illt  at  irni  agim 

Before  the  cootlo  tool    hia  stand, 
His  trumpet  called,  with  parleying  strain. 

The  leiderf.  of  the  Scottish  band , 
And  he  dehed,  in  Muagrave's  iight, 
Stout  Delorame  to  aiagle  fiffht , 
A  gauntlet  at  their  feet  he  liid. 
And  thus  the  terms  of  fight  be  s^id   — 
"  If  m  the  liota  good  Muagnve  b  a  vord 

Venquish  the  knight  of  Deloiaiiie, 
Tour  youthlul  chieftaia,  Branksome'a  lord, 

Shall  hostage  for  his  clan  remain 
If  Deloraine  toil  good  Musgrave, 
The  boy  his  liberty  aliill  ha.\e 

Howe'er  it  falls,  the  English  bind, 
Unharmmg  Scots,  by  Scots  unharmed, 
In  peaceful  march,  like  men  uminied. 

Shall  straight  retreat  to  ramherhnJ  " 

Ilncousuioiis  of  tlie  neai  relief, 

The  profier  pleased  each  Scottish  chief, 

Though  much  the  Ladye  sage  gainsayed : 
For  though  their  hpaits  were  br-we  and  true, 
From  Jedwood's  lecent  sick  they  knew, 

How  tardy  was  the  legent's  -ud, 
And  jou  may  guess  the  unble  Dame 

Durst  not  the  seciet  prescienCP  own, 
Sprung  fiom  the  art  sjhp  might  not  nirae. 

By  which  the  com  ng  help  was  known. 
Closed  was  the  c)mi)act,  anl  ig'^^'' 
That  hits  should  be  enclosed  ^^ltb  speed 
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He  paused  ^tlie  listening  dimes  ngaiii 
Applaud  the  hoary  MmBtrpl's  strain 
With  many  a  word  of  Kindly  cheer,  — 
In  pity  half,  and  halt   sincere,  — 
Marvelled  tlie  Ducheai  how  bo  well 
HiB  legendary  song  could  tell  — 
Of  ancient  deeds,  so  bng  torgot, 
Of  feuds,  whose  memory  waa  not, 
Of  forests,  i  oiv  laid  waste  and  hare  , 
Of  towers,  iihich  hirbor  now  the  hare; 
Ot   minner^   long  since  chinged  aid  gone; 
Of  chii,la,  who  under  their  gn\   stone 
So  long  had  slept,  tliat  hchle  Fame 
Had  blotted  fiom  her  rolls  thejr  name, 
And  twmcd  round  some  new   minion's  head 
The  fading  wreath  foi   which  they  bled;  — 
In  sooth,  twaa  strange,  this  old  man's  versa 
Could  call  them  trom  tlieu'  mirble  hearse. 
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CANTO  FIFTH. 

Cai.i.  it  not  vaiii;^they  do  not  err, 
Who  Biiy,  thaf,  when  the  Poet  dies, 

Mute  Nature  mourns  her  worehipper. 
And  celebrates  his  obsequies; 

Who  say,  tall  cliff,  and  cavern  lone, 

For  the  departed  bard  make  moan ; 

That  mountains  weep  in  crystal  rill ; 

That  flowera  in  tears  of  balm  distil; 

Through  his  loved  grove  that  breezes  sigh. 

And  oaks,  in  deeper  groan,  reply ; 

And  rivers  teach  their  rushing  wave 

To  murmur  dirges  round  his  grave. 
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Not  that,  in  sooth,  o'er  mortal  urn 
Those  things  inanimate  can  mourn; 
But  that  tlie  strea.ni,  tlie  wood,  the  gale, 
Is  vocal  with  the  plaintive  wail 
Of  those,  who,  else  forgotten  !ong. 
Lived  in  the  poet's  faithful  song-. 
And,  witli  the  poet's  parting  breath, 
Whose  memory  feels  a  second  death. 
The  mdd's  pale  shade,  who  wails  her  lot, 
That  love,  true  love,  sliould  be  forgot. 
From  rose  and  hawthorn  shakes  the  t«ar 
Upon  the  gentle  minstrel's  hier: 
The  phantom  knight,  his  glory  fled. 
Mourns  o'or  the  fields  he  heaped  with  dead; 
Mounte  the  wild  blast  that  sweeps  amain, 
And  shrieks  along  the  battle-plain : 
The  cJiief,  whose  antique  crownlet  long 
Still  sparkled  in  the  feudal  song. 
Now,  from  the  mountain's  misty  throne. 
Sees,  in  the  thanedom  once  his  own, 
His  aslies  undistinguished  lie. 
His  place,  his  power,  his  memory  die: 
His  groans  the  lonely  caverns  fill, 
His  tears  of  rage  impel  the  rill ; 
All  mourn  the  minstrel's  harp  unstrung, 
Their  name  unknown,  their  praise  unsong. 


Scarcely  the  hot  assault  was  staid. 

The  terms  of  truce  were  scarcely  made, 

When  they  could  spy,  from  Branlisome's  (owera, 

The  advancing  march  of  martial  powers  ; 

Thick  clouds  of  dust  afar  appeared, 

And  trampling  steeds  were  faintly  heard ; 
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Bright  spears,  above  the  columns  dun, 

Glanced  momentary  to  the  sun; 

And  feudal  banners  fair  displayed 

The  bands  that  moved  to  Branltaotiie's  aid. 

'Vails  not  to  tell  each  hardy  clan, 

From  the  fair  Middle  Marches  cajoe  ; 
The  Bloody  Heart  hiazed  in  the  van, 

Announcing  Douglas,  dreaded  name ! 
"Vaila  not  to  tell  what  steeds  did  spurn, 
Where  the  Seven-Spears  of  Wedderburn 

Their  men  in  battle-order  set; 
And  Swinton  laid  the  lance  in  rest, 
That  famed  of  yore  the  sparkling  crest 

Of  Clarence's  Plnntagenet. 
Nor  lists,  I  say,  what  hundreds  more. 
From  the  rich  Merse  and  Lammermore, 
And  Tweed's  fair  borders,  to  the  war. 
Beneath  the  crest  of  old  Dunbar, 

And  Hepburn's  mingled  banners  come, 
Down  the  steep  mountain  glittering  far. 

And  shouting  still,  "  a  Home  '.  a  Home ! " 

Now  Bijuire  and  knight,  from  Brankaomo  sent, 
On  many  a  courteous  message  went; 
To  every  chief  and  lord  they  paid 
Meet  thanks  foi'  prompt  and  powerful  aid , 
And  told  them,  — how  a  truce  was  made, 
And  how  a  day  of  fight  was  ta'en 
'Twixt  Musgrave  and  stout  Deloraine ; 

And  how  the  Ladye  prayed  them  dear, 
That  oil  would  atay  the  fight  to  see, 
And  deign,  in  love  and  courtesy. 
To  taste  of  Branksome  cheer. 
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Noy,  while  they  bade  to  feast  each  Scot, 
Were  England's  noble  I.ords  forgot ; 
Himself,  the  hoary  Seneschal, 
Rode  forth,  in  seemly  terras  to  call 
Those  gallant  foes  to  Branksome  Hal!. 
Accepted  Howard,  than  whom  knight 
Waa  never  dubbed,  more  bold  in  light ; 
Nor,  when  from  war  and  armor  free, 
More  famed  for  stately  courtesy : 
But  angry  Dacre  rather  choae 
Tn  hia  pavilion  to  repose. 


Now,  iioble  Dame,  perchance  you  ask, 

How  these  two  hostile  armies  met  ? 
Deeming  it  were  no  easy  task 

To  keep  the  truce  which  here  was  set; 
Where  martial  spiritE,  all  on  fire, 
Breathed  only  blood  and  moita!  ire.  — 
By  mutual  inroads,  mutual  blows. 
By  habit,  and  by  nation,  foes, 

They  met  on  Teviot's  strand : 
They  met,  and  sate  them  mingled  down, 
Witjiout  a  threat,  without  a  frown. 

As  brothers  meet  in  foreign  land : 
The  hands,  the  spear  that  lately  grasped, 
Still  in  tho  mailed  gauntlet  clasped, 

Were  interchanged  in  greeting  dear; 
Visors  were  raised,  and  faces  shown. 
And  many  a  friend,  to  friend  made  known, 

Partook  of  social  cheer. 
Some  drove  the  jolly  bowl  about ; 

With  dice  and  draughts  some  chased  the  day; 
And  some,  with  many  a  merry  shout. 
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Less  freqns,nt  heard   and  fiinter  still. 

At  length  the  vanoua  uhmora  diPd , 
And  jou  might  hear,  from  Brankaome  hill, 

No  aoiind  but  Teiioti  rushing  tide, 
Save,  when  the  (hinginj  sentinel 
The  chillenge  of  hi?  Mut-Ji  could  tull 
And  save   where    thiough  the  dark  profound, 
T)ie  clanging  a\e  and  hommei'a  sound 

Run^  from  the  nether  lawn , 
per  many  a  busy  hind  tilled  there, 
Strong  pales  to  slid.pe,  and  beams  to  square. 
The  list='  dread  hanieis  to  prepare, 

\gainst  the  mortow'e  da«n, 

Margaret  fiotn  hall  did  soon  retreat. 

Despite  the  Dame's  reproving  eye, 
Nil  marked  she,  aa  s!ie  i  ft  her  seat, 

Full  loan\   a  stifled  sigh 
For  many  a  noble  wairioi  strove 
To  win  the  floner  oi   Teviot's  love. 

And  many  a  bold  ally  — 
With  throbhmg  head  and  anxious  heart, 
All  in  her  lonely  bower  apart. 

In  broken  Hlep]>  sbo  lay 
Bj  times,  liom  silltpu  couch  she  rose, 
While  yet  the  bannered  hosts  repose, 

She  viewed  tht  downing-  day, 
Of  all  the  hundreds  sunk  to  rest, 
First  woke  the  lovL-liest  and  the  best 

She  gazed  upon  the  innpr  court, 

Which  in  the  towel's  tall  shadow  lay; 

Where  couriers'  <  lan^,  and  -itarap   and  snort- 
Had  mnrt  the  livelfincr  veaterdav . 


couriers'  i  lan^,  and  -itarap   a 
rung  the  livelong  yesterday , 
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Now  atill  as  deu,th  ;  — till,  stalking  slow, — 

The  jingling-, spurs  announced  lila  tread,— 
A  stately  warrior  passed  below ; 

But  when  he  raised  his  plumed  head  — 

Blessed  Mary!  can  it  be?  — 
Secure,  as  if  in  Ousonam  bowers, 
He  walks  through  Branksome's  hestile  towe 
With  fearless  step  and  free. 
She  dare  not  sign,  she  dai-e  not  speak  — 
Oh !  if  one  page's  slumbers  break, 

Hia  blood  the  price  must  pay  ! 
Not  all  the  pearls  Queen  Mary  wears. 
Not  Margaret's  yet  more  precious  teara 
Shall  bnj  his  life  ii  day. 

iit  was  111-,  hazard  siiiail  —  tor  well 
\ou  may  bethink  \m  ot   the  spell 

Ol   that  b1>   urchin  Page , 
This  to  his  lord  he  did  impait, 
And  made  him  seem,  by  glamour  art, 

A  knight  from  Heimitage 
Unthallenjied,  thus,  the  warders  prat. 
The  court,  iinrhallei^ged,  thus  ho  crossed, 

For  all  the  vaaidJage 
But,  O'  «hdt  imgius  quaint  disguise 
Could  blind  fair  Margaret's  azure  eyei ! 

She  started  from  hev  soat , 
While  with  surpnae  and  fear  she  strove, 
And  hoth  Lould  s.can,ely  master  love  — 

Lord  Henry  a  it  her  leef 


Oft  haie  I  mused    whut  purpose  bad 
That  foul  mahcioos  urchin  had 
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To  bring  this  meetiog  rouad ; 
For  happy  love's  a  heavenly  sight, 
And  by  a  vile  maligaant  sprite 

In  such  no  joy  is  found; 
And  oft  I've  deemed,  perchanco  ho  thought 
Their  erring-  paaaion  might  have  wrought 

Sorrow,  and  sin,  and  shame ; 
And  death  to  Cranatomi's  gallant  Knight, 
And  to  the  gentle  Ladyo  bright, 

Disgrace,  and  loss  of  fame. 
But  earthly  spirit  could  not  tell 
The  heart  of  them  that  loved  so  iveli ; 
True  love's  the  gift  which  God  has  given 
To  man  alone  beneath  the  heaven. 

It  is  not  Fantasy's  hot  fire. 

Whose  wishes,  soon  as  gianted,  fly ; 

It  liveth  not  in  fierce  desire. 

With  dead  desire  it  doth  not  die : 
It  is  tho  secret  sympathy, 
The  silver  link,  the  sillwn  tie, 
Which  heart  to  heart,  and  mind  to  mind. 
In  body  and  in  soul  can  bind.  — 
Now  leave  we  Margaret  and  her  Knight, 
To  tell  you  of  the  approaching  fight, 


Their  warning  blast  the  huglcs  blew. 

The  pipe's  shrill  port  aroused  each  clan; 
In  haste,  the  deadly  strife  to  view. 
The  trooping  warriors  eager  ran: 
Thick  round  the  lists  their  lances  stood, 
Like  blasted  pines  in  Ettricke  wood ; 
To  BcanlMome  many  a  look  they  threw. 
The  combatants'  approach  to  view. 
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And  bandied  many  s.  word  of  boast. 
About  the  knight  eacli  favored  moat 

Meantime  full  anxious  was  the  Dame , 
For  now  arose  disputed  claim, 
Of  who  ahould  fight  for  Deloraine, 
'Twixt  Harden  and  'twixt  Tliirleatano  i 
They  'gan  to  reckon  kin  and  rent, 
And  fiowning  brow  on  brow  was  bent; 
But  yet  not  long  the  strife  —  for,  lo ! 
Himself,  the  Knight  of  Deloraine, 
Strong,  as  it  seemed,  and  free  from  pain, 
In  armor  sheathed  from  top  to  toe, 
Appeared,  and  craved  the  combat  duo. 
The  Dame  her  charm  successful  knew, 
And  the  fierce  chiefs  their  claims  withdrew. 

When  for  the  lists  they  sought  the  plain, 
The  stately  Ladye's  silken  rein 

Did  noble  Howard  hold ; 
Unarmed  by  her  side  he  walked, 
Aud  much,  in  coutteous  phrase,  they  talked 

Of  feats  of  arras  of  old. 
Costly  his  garb,  his  Flemish  ruff 
Pell  o'er  his  doublet,  shaped  of  buff, 

With  satin  slashed,  and  lined ; 
Tawny  his  boot,  and  gold  his  spur. 
His  cloak  was  all  of  Poland  fur. 

His  hose  with  silver  twined ; 
His  Bilboa  blade,  by  Marchmen  felt, 
Hung  in  a  broad  and  studded  belt ; 
Hence,  in  rude  phrase,  the  Borderera  still 
Called  noble  Howard,  Belted  Will. 
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And  not  a  breatli  the  silence  bcoke, 
Till  thus  tlie  alternate  heralds  spoke: 


Here  standeth  llicharil  of  Mnsgrave, 

Good  knight  and  true,  and  freely  born, 
Amends  from  Deloraine  to  crave. 

For  foul  despiteous  scathe  and  scorn. 
He  sayeth,  that  William  of  Deloraine 

Is  traitor  false  by  Border  laws; 
This  with  his  sword  he  will  maintain, 

So  help  him  God,  and  liis  good  caose! 


Hero  atandeth  William  of  Deloraine, 
Good  hnight  and  true,  of  noble  strain. 
Who  Bayeth,  that  foul  treason's  stain, 
Since  ho  hore  arms,  ne'ei-  soiled  hia  cc 
And  that,  so  help  him  God  above. 
He  will  on  Musgrave's  body  prove 
He  lies  most  foully  in  his  throat. 


Forward,  bvHve  cliampions,  to  the  light ! 
Sound  trninpets !  — 


«  God  defend  the  right ! '' 

Then,  Teviot!  lion'  thine  echoM  rang. 
When  biigle-Bound  and  trumpet-clang 
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Let  louse  the  naxtul  loes, 
And  in  mid  hit  with  shield  poised  high, 
And  meaaured  step  and  w-irv   e\  i, 

riiQ  combatants  did  clo?e 

III  would  it  suit  \oui  {,'tntli,  ear, 

1 1,  lovtly  iistejieri,  to  hear 

Hon   to  the  a^e  the  holiiiB  did  sound, 

\nd  blood  poured  donii  troni  many  a  wound; 

1  oi  deaparate  was  the  atnle,  and  long. 

And  either  iiamor  fierce  end  strong; 

But   « Pre  eich  dame  a  listening  1  night, 

I  «eil  i,oald  tell  ho«   warrnn,  fight; 

Foi  I  have  seen  wars  lightning  flashing, 

Seen  the  clajmore  »ith  bayonet  i-lashing, 

Seen  through  red  blood  tiie  war  horse  dashing 

And  scorned,  amid  the  reeling  strite, 

To  yield  a  atep  fir  deith  oi  life 

Pis  done    'tia  done    that  latal  blow 

lias  stretched  him  on  the  bloody  plain  ; 
He  Btr  vea  to  rise  —  Btave  Musgraie,  no! 

rhenca  never  shatt  thou  rise  again ! 
Hf  Lhokea  in  blood  —  some  friendly  hand 
Undo  the  visor's  baired  bind 
Unfix  the  gorgets  iron  clasp 
And  givt,  him  room  for  life  to  gasp!- 
O,  bootless  Tid   — haato  holy  Friar, 
Haste  ere  the  sinner  shill  expire' 
Of   all  his  guilt  let  him  be  shriien 
And  smooth  his  path  from  edrtli  to  heaven 

in  haate  the  holv  Friar  aped   — 
His  naked  foot  iin    d\«"d  wiih  red 
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Vb  Ihrou^li  the  lists,  lie  ran  , 
Unmindful  of  the  shouts  on  high, 
That  hadPil  tho  conqueror's  victory, 

He  raised  the  dying  min , 
Loose  waved  his  aiher  heard  and  liaic. 
As  o'er  hiin  he  kneeled  down  in  prayer; 
And  still  the  crHCiSx  on  high 
He  holds  before  his  darkening  eye , 
And  still  iiP  bends  -ui  anxious  ear. 
His  faltering  penileuce  to  hear. 

Suit  props  hun  from  the  bloody  soii. 
Still,  eyen  when  soul  and  body  part, 
Pours  ghostly  comfort  on  Jus  heart 

And  bida  luin  trust  in  God  ! 
Ui       dip  —  tldtlpg 

R   h     1     f  M     in-        bre  th  ni 
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And  all,  upon  the  armed  ground, 
Knew  William  of  Deloraine! 
Rich  ladye  sprung  from  seat  with  speed ; 
Vaulted  each  maiBhal  from  his  steed ; 

"  And  who  art  thou,"  they  cried, 
"Who  host  thia  battle  fought  and  ivoni" 
Hia  plumed  helm  was  soon  undone  — 

"  Cranatoun  of  Teviotside ! 
For  this  fair  prize  IVo  fought  and  won,"  — 
And  to  the  Ladye  led  her  son. 
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For  pride  is  quelled,  and.  love  is  free." 
She  took  fair  Margaret  by  the  hand, 
Who,  breathless,  trembling,  scarce  might  stand; 

That  hand  to  Craastoun's  lord  gave  she 
"  Ah  I  am  true  to  thee  and  thine, 
Do  thou  be  true  to  me  and  mine ! 

This  clasp  of  love  our  bond  shall  be; 
For  this  is  your  betrothing  day, 
And  all  these  noble  lords  shall  stay. 

To  grnce  it  with  their  company." 

All  OS  they  left  the  listed  plain, 

Much  of  the  story  she  did  gain: 

How  Cranstoun  fought  with  Deloraine, 

And  of  his  Page,  and  of  the  Book, 

Which  from  the  wounded  knight  he  took; 

And  how  he  sought  her  castle  high. 

That  morn,  by  help  of  gramarye; 

How,  in  Sir  William's  armor  dight, 

Stolen  by  hia  Page,  while  slept  the  knight. 

He  t»ok  on  him  the  single  fight 

But  half  his  tale  he  left  unsaid. 

And  lingered  till  he  joined  the  maid.— 

Cared  not  the  Ladye  to  betray 

Her  mystic  arts  in  view  of  day. 

But  well  she  thought;  ere  midnight  come, 

Of  that  strange  Poge  the  pride  to  tame, 

Prom  his  foul  hands  the  Book  to  save. 

And  send  it  back  to  Michael's  grave.— 

Needs  not  fo  tell  each  tender  word 

Twixt  Margaret  and  'tivixt  CranstoiinF?  lord: 

Nor  how  she  told  of  former  woes, 

And  how  her  bosom  fell  and  rose. 

While  he  and  Musgrave  bandied  blows  — 
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And  thus  the  gallant  knig-ht  they  bore, 
Throug'h  Liddesdile  to  Lcven's  shore; 
Thence  to  Holme  Coltrane's  lofty  nave, 
And  laid  liim  in  his  father's  grave. 


The  liarp's  wild  notes,  though  liushed  the  eong, 
The  mimic  march  of  death  prolong; 

Now  meets,  and  now  eludes  the  ear ; 
Now  seems  some  mouiitoin  side  to  sweep, 
Now  faintly  dies  in  valley  deep ; 
Seems  now  as  if  tlio  Minstrel's  wail, 
Now  the  sad  requiem  loads  tlie  gale ; 
Last,  o'er  the  wanior's  closing  gt&ve, 
Rung  the  full  choir  in  choral  stave. 

Afl:er  due  pause,  they  bade  him  tell, 
Why  he  who  touched  the  harp  so  well. 
Should  thus,  witli  ill-rewarded  toil, 
Wander  a  poor  and  thankless  soil. 
When  the  mote  generous  southorn  land 

Would  well  requite  his  skillful  hand. 

The  Ag-ed  Harper,  howsoe'er 

His  only  friend,  his  Jiorp,  was  dear. 

Liked  not  to  hear  it  ranked  so  high 

Ahove  his  flowing  poesy ; 

Less  liked  he  still  that  scornful  jeer 

Misprized  the  land,  he  loved  so  dear ; 

High  was  tho  sound,  as  thus  again 

The  Bard  resumed  his  minstrel  strain 
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CANTO  SIXTH. 

Breaihes  there  the  man,  lutli  aotil  ao  dead, 
Who  never  to  hunself  hath  ?airl 

Thas  la  my  own,  my  native  land ' 
Whoae  heart  hath  ne'er  within  him  burned, 
\a  home  hia  fbotatepa  he  hath  turned, 

Prom  wander  ng  nn  a  foreign  strand! 
If  Hucli  tliere  breithe,  go,  mark  hun  well ; 
For  hiTi  no  Minshel  raptures  sivell. 
High  though  his  titlea,  proud  hia  name, 
Boundles?  his  wealth  as  wish  can  claim; 
Despite  thoae  titles,  power,  anil  pelf. 
The  «retL.h,  concentered  all  in  self, 
Lmng,  shaJl  forfeit  fair  renown 
And,  doubly  dying-   shiJl  go  doivii 
To  the  vile  dust,  from  whence  lie  sprung. 
Unii  ept    unbonored,  and  unaung 

O  Caledonia '  stern  anil  wild, 

Meet  nurae  for  a  poetic  chiSd' 

Land  of  brown  heath  and  shaggy  wood. 

Land  of  the  mountain  and  the  flood, 

Lind  ot   my  sires '  what  morta!  hand 

Can  e'pr  untie  the  hlial  band, 

Thit  knits  me  to  thy  lUgged  strand' 

Still,  m  I  vien   each  well  known  aoene, 

Think  what  l^  now,  and  what  hnth  been. 

Stems  aa,  to  me,  ol   all  berefi. 

Sole  fnends  th\   ivoodf  and  streinia  were  left, 

And  thus  I  Iovl  them  better  "till 

Fven  in  extremity  of   ill 
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Ho  took    t  on  the  Page's  saye, 
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TheD  Howarcl,  Home,  and  Douglas  rose, 

The  ](mdling  diaoord  to  compose : 

Stem  Rutherford  rlg-ht  Uttle  said, 

But  bit  his  glove,  and  shook  his  head, — 

A  fortnight  thence,  in  Inglewood, 

Stout  Conrad,  cold  and  drenched  in  blood. 

His  bosom  gored  with  many  a  wound. 

Was  by  a  woodman's  lyme-dog  found; 

Unknown  the  manner  of  his  death. 

Gone  was  his  brand,  both  sword  and  sheath' 

But  ever  from  that  time,  'twas  swd, 

That  Dickon  wore  a.  Cologne  blade. 


The  Dwarf,  who  feared  his  master's  eye 
Might  his  foul  treachery  espy, 
Now  sought  the  castle  buttery, 
Where  many  a  yeoman,  bold  and  tree, 
Revelled  as  merrily  and  well 
As  those  that  sat  in  lordly  selle. 
Watt  Tinlinn,  there,  did  frantly  wise 
The  pledge  to  Arthur  Pire-the-Braea ; 
And  he,  aa  by  his  breeding  bound. 
To  Howard's  merry-men  sent  it  round. 
To  quit  Ihom,  on  the  En^iieh  aide. 
Red  Roland  Forstev  loudly  cried, 
"A  deep  carouse  to  yon  fair  bride!" 
At  every  pledge,  from  vat  and  pail. 
Foamed  forth.,  in  floods,  the  nut-brown  ale ; 
While  shout  the  riders  eveiy  one. 
Such  day  of  mirth  ne'er  cheered  their  clan, 
Since  old  Buocleuch  the  name  did  gain, 
When  in  the  cleuch  the  buck  was  ta'en. 
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Wlioever  lost,  were  sure  to  win; 

They  sought  the  beeves,  that  made  their  broth. 

In  Scotland  and  in  Englard  both. 
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In  homely  guise,  as  nature  bade, 
His  simple  song  the  Borderer  said. 


It  nas   m  LiigUli  lad^e  briglil 

The  sun  slines  fair  on  Carlisle  wall 

And  she  would  maicy  b  Scottish  knight, 
For  Lo\c  \ntl  still  be  lord  of  all 

Blithely  they  saw  tb    rising,  miu. 

When  hp  shone  lair  on  Csxlisle  ttoll. 

But  thei    vere  sad  ere  day  was  done. 
Though  Love  was  ^till  th    lord  of  all 

Her  s  re  gave  brooch  and  jewel  hue 

Whf  e  tl  e  '.un  ahmes  iiir  on  Carlisle  wall ; 

Hfcr  biofhtc  ga\P  but  i  flask  ot   ivine, 
For  lie  tlut  LjiP  was  lord  oi   all 

For  she  had  lands,  both  meado"   and  lea, 
WheiP  fhe  sun  shines  fair  on  Carlisle  wall, 

And  he  swore  her  dpath    eie  hs  would  see 
A  Scotti'ih  I  tiLTht  tho  bed  of  all ' 

That  nine  she  liid  nol  ta-ted  wpU 
The  aun  shinL=  fojc  on  CirlHp  wall, 

When  dsad    m  hpr  true  loves  arms  she  fell, 
Foi  Lo^e  wiB  still  the  lord  of  all 

Ho  [uercpd  hei  biother  to  the  heart, 

Where  tlic  aun  ahiuBS  tair  on  Carlisle  wall ; 

So  perish  all,  would  true  love  pert, 
TTiEt  Lo\e  may  itiU  be  lord  of  all' 
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And  then  lie  took  the  cross  divine, 
Where  the  sun  shines  fair  on  Garliale  wall. 

And  died  for  lier  sake  in  Palestine, 
So  Love  wM  stili  the  lord  of  all. 


Now  aii  ye  lovers,  tliat  fajtiifui  prove. 
The  sun  shines  fiiir  on  Carlisle  wall, 

Pray  for  their  souls,  who  died  for  love, 
For  Love  shall  atill  be  lord  of  all ! 


As  ended  Albert'^  simple  lay, 

Arose  a  hard  of  loftier  port ; 
For  sonnet,  rhyme,  and  roundelay. 

Renowned  in  haughty  Henry's  court: 
There  rung  thy  harp,  unrivalled  long, 
Pitatraver  of  the  silver  song. 

The  gentle  Surrey  loved  hla  lyre  — 
WliO  lias  not  heard  of  Surrey's  fame  ? 

His  was  the  hero's  soul  of  fn-e. 
And  his  the  bard's  immortal  name, 
And  his  was  love,  exalted  high 
By  all  the  glow  of  chivalry. 


They  sougiit,  togetiier,  climes  afar. 

And  oft,  within  some  olive  grove, 
When  evening  citme,  with  twinkling  star 

They  sung  of  Surrey's  absent  love. 
His  step,  the  Italian  peasant  staid, 

And  deemed,  that  spirits  from  on  high, 
Round  where  some  hermit  saint  was  laid. 

Were  breathing  heavenly  melody ; 


h,  Google 


So  sweet  did  harp  and  voice  combine, 
To  praise  the  name  ot  GpraUine 

Fitztraver'  O  whit  tongue  may  aay 

The  panga  thy  laithful  bosom  luiew. 
When  Surrey   uf  the  deathless  lay, 

Ungratef  il  Tudor's  aentencp  slew  = 
Regarrlloag  of  the  tynnt'-s  iiown, 
His  hirp  called  wrath  and  vpngpince  down. 
He  left,  for  Naworth'a  iion  towers, 
Windsor's  green  g-lades,  and  courtly  bowers, 
And,  faithfh!  to  his  patron's  name, 
With  Howard  still  Fitztiaver  came; 
Lord  William's  foremost  favorite  he, 
And  chief  of  all  his  minstrelsy. 


'Twas  All-Boul's  eve,  and  Surrey's  heart  beat  high; 

He  heard  the  midnight  hell  with  anxious  start, 
Which  told  the  mystic  hour,  approaching  nigh. 

When  wise  Cornelius  promised,  by  his  art, 
To  show  him  the  kdye  of  his  heart, 

Albeit  betivixt  them  roared  the  ocean  grim  | 
Yet  BO  the  sage  had  high  to  play  his  part, 

That  he  should  see  her  form  in  life  and  limb, 
And  mark,  if  still   slie  loved,  and   sliil    she   thought 

Dark  was  the  vaulted  room  of  giv^iiiarye, 
To  which  the  ivizard  led  the  gallant  knight, 

Save  that  before  a  mirror,  huge  and  high, 
A  hallowed  taper  shed  a  glimering  light 

On  mystic  implements  of  magic  might, 
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On  cross,  and  character,  and  tal  sman, 

And  almagest,  and  altar,  nothing  bright, 

Pjr  fitful  «43  thp  lustie    pale  and  wan, 

A"  wd.tL,li  light   b)   th     b  d  of  Fome  departing  n 


But  =oon,  inthin  that  mirror,  hug-    and  high, 

W  as  seen  a  self-emitted  light  to  gleam ; 
And  forma  upon  its  breast  the  earl  'gin  spy, 

rioudy  and  ind  «tinct,  aa  feverish  dream ; 
Till,  slow  arranging,  and  dehned,  they  seem 

To  form  a  lofdly  and  i  loftj   room, 
Part  lighted  by  b  lamp  inth  silver  beam, 

Placed  by  a  Louch  jt    \.gra  B  ailken  loom. 
And  part  by  moonshine   pjk    ind    pirt    v,-is    hid    i 


Pair  nil  the  pageint  —  but  how  ptsimg  fiir 

The  olendef  form,  which  lai   on  couch  of  Ind' 
O'er  her  white  bosom  strayed  her  hazel  hair. 

Pale  her  daik  cheek,  as  if  for  love  she  pined , 
All  in  her  night  robe  loose,  she  lay  roolineil. 

And,  pensive,  rend  from  iablPt  ebarninp 
■^nme  strain,  that  seemed  lier  inmost  soul  to  find 

That  favourpd  strain  was  Surrey's  raptured  line, 
Ihtt  tair  and  loielj   form   the  Ladye  Geraldme 


Slow  rolled  the  clouds  upon  the  lovely  forai. 
And  swept  (he  goodly  vision  all  aKay— . 

So  rojal  envy  rolled  the  murkj   storm 
O'pr  my  beloved  Master's  glonous  day 

Thnii  jealou',  ruthless  tvrant'  Hnaven  repay 
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IVom  sea  to  sea  the  larum  rung , 
On  Bpnsiok  ■wall,  and  at  Carhslp  withal, 
To  aimi  the  -jtarllpd  w  irdPi-s  sprung 
When  endod  wis  the  dreadful  riar. 
The  phi-jh  Dh  irf  was  spsn  no  more' 

Some  heard   i  loice  in  Brankiome  Hall, 
Some  3a«   t  sight,  not  seen  by  all. 
That  dreadful  \oilb  iva    heard  by  i=Dme, 
Cry,  with  loud  summons,  "GYiBix  come!" 
And  on  tlip  spot  «here  bmst  the  brand, 

Just  when,  tlic  Pno;e  had  flun,,  hira  down 
Some  saw  au  aria,  and  some  a  hand, 

And  some  the  waving  of  a  gown. 
The  giieata  in  ^iilence  prayed  and  shook, 
And  terror  dimmed  each  luft^   look , 
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But  none  of  all  the  astonished  train 

Was  ao  dismayed  as  Delorainc ; 

Hia  blood  did  freeze,  his  hrain  did  bum, 

Twos  feared  liis  raind  would  ne'er  return; 
For  he  was  speeohless,  ghastly,  wan, 
Like  him,  of  whom  the  story  ran, 
Who  spoke  the  spectre-hound  in  Man, 
At  length,  by  fits,  he  darkly  told. 
With  broken  hint,  and  shuddering  cold  — 
That  he  had  seen,  right  certainly, 
A  shrgte  miffi  amice  ler^ped  wound. 
With  a  wroirgM  Spanish  hdtdric  hmaid, 
lAke  a  pilgrim  Jrom  beyond  Ihe  sea; 

And  knew  —  but  how  it  mattered  not  — 

It  was  the  wizard,  MinJia.ol  Scott. 


The  anxious  crowd     i  th  I  ouoi  pai 

All  tre  nbling,  hea  d  the  won  lerouu  tale , 

No  sound  was  madt,    no  "urd  ivus  spoke. 

Till  noble  Angus  =iilence  broki- 
And  he  a  soltiMn  "iacipl  plight 

Did  to  St    Bryde  of  Doiigka  indk! 

That  he  a  pilgnraagp  would  take 

To  Mel  o^L  Abbp)    inr  tlic  sake 
Of  Michaels  rt-stlLss  oprtp 
riien  eauh    to  ease  his  troubled  breast, 
To  some  blessed  saint  lii6>  prdyeiij  addressed-- 
Some  to  St  Mxla«  made  their  \ows 
Some  to  St,  Mary  or   the  Lonee 
Some  to  the  Holy  Rood  ot   Lisle 
Some  to  uui  Lady  of  the  Isle 
Bach  did  his  patron  witness  make 
That  he  auch  pilgri  i  age  would  take 
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D  d        IT  pd      m 
Th      ta  d  rb  by         1th         in    th 
P    tst  p  i    1  dr  wn  b  eath 

Tl       fel      11  tl      1     -nil      d      w 
N    1    dly  1    k  t  a]    t  d 

C  as  tl   ir     1  ry         k  th       pnd 

P    E  tt       tl 
Sit      dl       Ikghtsthy  glid 
T     th     h    h    itar"    h  Uowed  side, 

And  th        tl    y  k     eled  them  down ; 
A,b        th       ppl     t    hieftains  wave 
Tl     b  n  f  d  p  rted  brave ; 

B       th  th    1  tt     d    tones  were  laid 
Th     a&l         t   tl        f  thers  dead ; 
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From  many  a  gurniahed  niche  aroand, 
Stem  saints,  and  tortured  martyrs  frowned. 


And  ilow  up  tiie  dim  aiale  afir, 
Witli  s^ble  cowl  and  acipular. 
And  enow  white  stoles,  in  order  due, 
Tlie  holj  Fithers,  two  and  two. 

In  long  procPssion  came  , 
Taper,  ind  hoJt,  and  book  they  baie, 
And  holy  bannei,  floariBhpd  lair 

Witii  the  Redepmer'3  n^me , 
\bDie  tlip  prostralP  pile;rim  band 
The  mitred  Abbot  stretched  liia  hand, 
And  bleased  them  as  they  kneeled , 
With  holy  croaa  ho  signed  them  all, 
\nd  prayed  tliey  might  be  aig"  m  Iwll, 
And  fortnnate  m  field 


Then  mase,  was  aung,  anl  piayera  were 
And  solemn  requiem  for  the  dead , 
And  bella  tolled  out  their  mightj   peal. 
For  the  deputed  spirit's  weal 

\nd  ever  m  the  office  close 
The  hjmn  of  inteiLession  roae. 
And  tar  the  ochomg  aiiles  prolong 

The  awful  bui  then  of  the  s  ing,  — 

SOLYET    BSCLUM    IM    Fil  ILU.  ' 

While  the  pealing  orgin  run£  , 
Were  it  meet  with  sacied  strain 
To  close  my  lay   so    ight  an  I  vain, 

rii  19  the  holj   father  "img 
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Th     1  J     f        th  ti  t  1     dl  I  d  y 

Wh       h                d     arth    h  11  pas      way, 

Wl  t  p           1  11  b    U                    t  y? 

H         h  11  h     m    t  th  t  d      dU  dy? 

Wl          I        11        Ik        p  rcl   d        oil, 

Th    fi            h                   th        11 

Wl       1    d     y  t,       i  y  t           d     d, 

Sw  11    th     h    h  t    mp  th  t       k      t]  e  dead  i 

O           titdytit      rahfld 

Wh               t    J  de        t       k      1         clay, 

B    T           h            bl          m            t  y 

Th     gi    [             and      rth    hall  p        away 

H                  tl      hirp  — th     M      1    1  gone. 

A    1  d  i  1             i      f   t!      1 

Al                  d                  da. 

T     1               t  h     pi 

N    —   1        b        tl    p      d  N  wark     tower, 

A        th    M     t    1     1     ly  b 
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Th     Ittl     g    d       lid       th 
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Ad            th        Ihb^dbf 
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Wh                      1  d        w    t  B  whin. 

A   IJ  Iv                  th  b  lm3   h      tl 

W      d  th     bl      fa  11          N         kh  ath; 

h,  Google 


When  throstles  aung  in  Hare-head  shaw, 

And  corn  was  green  on  Caterhaugh, 

And  flourished,  broad,  Blackandro's  oak, 

The  aged  Harper's  soul  awoke  ; 

Then  would  ho  sing  achievements  high, 

And  circumstance  of  chivalry. 

Till  the  rapt  traveller  would  stay. 

Forgetful  of  the  closing  day ; 

And  noble  youths,  the  strain  to  hear, 

Forsook  the  hunting  of  the  deer ; 

And  Yarrow  as  he  rolled  along, 

Bore  burden  to  the  Minstrel's  song. 
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MARMION ; 


TALE    OF    PT.ODDEN     FIELD. 
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INTRODUCTION  TO  CANTO  FIRST 

Novembbr's  sky  ia  chill  and  drear, 
November's  leaf  is  red  and  sear: 
Late,  gazing  down  the  steepy  linn, 
That  hems  our  little  garden  in. 
Low  in  it3  dark  and  narrow  glen. 
You  scarce  the  rivulet  might  ken, 
So  thick  the  tangled  greenwood  grew 
So  feeble  trilled  the  streamlet  tl   ough 
Now,  murniuring  hoarse,  and  f  eq  ent  seee 
Through  hnsh  and  hrior,  no  lonc^    g  een 
In  y  h  ook     t  p    tl  e  "lad 

B       1  ock      d       Id  CIS  ade 

And   fa:  b    w         th  d     blel  speed 

H  ta  wat  ra  t    ti      Tweed 
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lia                                                    MARMION. 

Th      1     J     b  f  re  tl      p      1  ng-  h 
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Alaa !  to  whom  the  Almighty  gave, 
For  Britain's  sins,  an  early  grave ; 
His  worth,  who,  in  his  mightiest  hour, 
A  biuble  held  tha  pride  of  power. 
Spurned  at  the  sorilid  lust  of  pelf, 
And  served  his  Albion  for  heraelf; 
Who,  when  the  frantic  crowd  amain 
Strained  at  subjection's  bursting  rein. 
O'er  their  wild  mood  full  conquest  gained. 
The  pride,  he  would  not  crush,  restrained, 
Showed  their  fieree  zeal  a  worthier  cause, 
And  brought  the  freeman's  arm   to   aid  the 
freeman's  laws. 

Had  &t  thou  but  In  ed,  though  stnpp'd  of  power, 

\  watchmin  on  the  lonely  to«er, 
Thj   fhiTlling  trump  had  iouspJ  the  land. 
When  Iraud  oi  danjer  «ere  at  Innd, 
B)   fhee,  as  by  tliP  beatonli^ht 
Oui  pilots  had  kept  course  aii^ht, 

\^  some  proud  column,  though  alone. 

Thy  "trength  had  propp'd  the  tottering  throne. 

Now  IS  the  stately  column  broke, 

The  beacon  light  is  quenched  in  smoke, 

The  trumpet's  silver  sound  is  still, 

The  V.  arder  sdent  on  the  hill ' 

Oh,  think,  lio«   to  his  kte^t  d  ly, 

Whtn  Deith,  just  hovermg,  i.lairael  hre  prey 

With  Palinure's  unaltered  mood. 

Firm  at  his  dangerous  post  he  stood, 

Eich  call  for  needful  rest  repelled, 

With  dying  hand  the  rudder  held 
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As  if  Bome  angel  spoke  agen, 
All  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men , 
If  ever  from  an  English  heart, 
O  here  let  prejudice  depart. 
And,  partial  feeling  cast  naide, 
Eecord,  that  Pox  a  Briton  died! 
When  Europe  crouched  to  Prance's  yoke, 
And  Austria  bent  and  Prussia  broke, 
And  the  firm  Russinn's  purpose  brave 
Was  bartered  by  a  timoroua  slave. 
Even  then  dishonor's  peace  he  spumed. 
The  sullied  olive-branch  returned, 
Stood  for  his  country's  glory  fast. 
And  nailed  her  colors  to  the  mast. 
Heaven,  to  reward  his  firmness,  gave, 
A  portion  in  this  honored  grave  ; 
And  ne'er  heltl  marble  in  its  trust 
Of  two  Buc:h  wondrous  men  the  dust. 


With  more  than  mortal  powers  endowed, 
How  high  they  seared  above  the  crowd ' 
Theirs  was  no  common  party  race, 
Jostling  by  dark  intrigue  for  place  ; 
Like  fabled  Gods,  tlioic  mighty  war 
Shook  realms  and  nations  in  its  jar; 
Beneath  each  banner  proud  to  stand. 
Looked  up  the  noblest  of  the  land. 
Till  through  the  British  world  were  known 
The  names  of  Pitt  and  Fox  alone. 
Spells  of  such  force  no  wlaard  grave 
E'er  framed  in  dark  Thessalian  cave. 
Though  liis  could  drain  the  ocean  dry. 
And  force  the  planets  from  the  sky. 
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Those  Bpplh  iie  spent  ind,  spent  i  irh  these, 

The  wino  of  life  is  on  tho  lees 

Genius,  and  taate,  and  talent  gone 

For  ever  tombed  beneath  the  stone. 

Where,  — taming  thought  to  huimn  pride!  — 

TJie  mighty  chiefs  sleep  side  bj   aidp 

Dirp  upon  Fox's  grase  the  tear, 

'Twill  trickle  to  his  rival's  hier, 

O'ei  Pitt's  the  mournful  requiem  sound, 

And  Fox's  shall  the  notes  rebound 

The  solemn  echo  seems  to  cry,  — 

"HPie  let  their  discord  with  theui  die  , 

Speik  not  tor  those  a  separate  doom. 

Whom  Pate  madi,  biothers  in  the  tomb, 

But  search  the  land  ot   living  men, 

Whpre  11  lit  thou  find  their  like  igen'" 

Rest,  ardent  Spu'its'  till  the  crien 
Of  dying  Niture  bid  you  rise , 
Not  even  jour  Bntain's  groans  can  pierce 
The  kaden  silpnco  of  ynur  hunrse 
Then,  O  how  impotent  and  van 
Thi9  grateful  tributary  strain' 
Though  not  unmirked  from  northein  olime. 
Ye  heard  the  Border  Minitiol't.  rhyme 
His  Gothic  harp  has  o'ei  you  rung. 
The  batd  you  deigni-d  to  praise,  your  deathless 
nimes  has  •-ung' 

Stay  yet,  illusion,  stay  aiihile. 
My  wilderod  fancy  stili  beguile' 
From  this  high  theme  hon   can  I  part, 
Ere  half  unloided  is  my  heirt ' 
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For  all  the  tears  e'ei-  son'oiv  drsiv, 

And  all  the  raptures  fancy  knciv, 

And  all  the  keener  rush  of  blood, 

That  throbs  through  bard  in  bard-like  mood, 

Were  here  a  tribute  mean  and  low, 

Though  all  their  mingled  streams  could  flow— 

Woe,  wonder,  and  sensation  high, 

In  one  spring-tide  of  ecstasy.  — 

It  will  not  be--  it  may  not  last  — 

The  vision  of  enchantment's  past; 

Like  frost-work  ia  the  morning  ray, 

The  fkncied  fabric  melta  away ; 

Each  Gothic  ai'ch,  memorial  stone. 

And  long,  dim,  lofty  aisle  are  gone. 

And,  lingering  last,  deception  dear, 

The  choir's  high  sounds  die  on  my  ear. 

Now  slow  return  the  lonely  down, 

The  silent  pastures  bleak  and  Tirown, 

The  fiu'm  beg-irt  with  copse-wood  wild, 

The  gambols  of  each  frolic  chilli. 

Mixing  their  shrill  cries  with  the  lone 

Of  Tweed's  dark  waters  rushing  on. 

Prompt  on  unoqual  tasks  to  run. 

Thus  Nature  disciplines  her  son: 

Meeter,  she  says,  for  me  to  stray. 

And  waste  the  solitary  day. 

In  plucking  from  yon  fen  the  reed. 

And  watching  it  float  down  the  Tweed; 

Or  idly  list  the  shrilling  lay 

With  which  the  milk-maid  cheers  her  way, 

Marking  its  cadence  rise  and  fail. 

As  from  the  field,  beneath  hei'  pail. 

She  trips  it  down  the  uneven  date  ■ 
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And  Dryden,  in  immortsil  strain, 
Had  raiaod  the  Table  Round  again, 
But  that  a  ribald  Idng  and  court 
Hade  him  Uiil  on,  to  mike  them  sport; 
Demanded  for  their  niggard  pay, 
Bat  for  their  souls  a  looser  lay, 
Licentious  satire,  song,  and  play  ; 
The  world  defrauded  of  tlie  high  design, 
Profaned   the    God-given   etrcngth,  and   marred 
tlie  lofty  line. 


W  i  ly        1  11       ;  then, 

rh       I    d        11  d  ill 

i.      y  to  b    ak      f    fal    I 
I      h     f      h  Id      f     Id      m 

0  It  th     moat  d        tl  11 

W  h  re  1         tl       gh  t-U   m  d    pell 

\\  hjl     tym  t        Id        d  d         1         pt, 
Thy  G  Ci       1  y    h  tl     1  pt 

Ti  d  th     harp    g      t   th    N  rth 

1  11  h         aJt        d      lly  f   th 

0  t  qttpkga 

1  11  his  J     11  I  la  tra 
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CANTO  FIRST. 


D  t        N    I   m         tl  d    t    p 

And  Tw    d     f  b     d      d  deep, 

A  d  Ch       t  til  1=  1 

Th     b  ttl  d  t       rs    Ih    D    J       K  ep, 
Th     loop-1   I     gr  t      wl  pt         weep, 

Th    fl    k  II    tl  t         d  t     veep, 

I     y  II  w  I    t        h 
Th    warn  tl     t       b.  1     h 

M    uig    thwart  th  g    ky 

S         d  f  f  t  h    gl  t 

Th         in  t       gl  t  tl        y 

nashed  back  again  the  western  blaze^ 

In  tines  of  dazzling  li^t. 


St  George's  banner,  broad  and  gsy, 
Now  faded,  as  the  lading  ray 

Less  bright,  and  less,  was  flung; 
The  evening  gale  had  scarce  the  power 
To  wave  it  on  the  Donjon  tower, 

So  heavily  it  hung. 
The  scouts  had  parted  on  their  search, 

The  castle  gates  were  barred ; 
Above  the  gloomy  portal  arch. 
Timing  his  footsteps  to  a  march, 

The  warder  kept  his  guard. 
Low  humming,  as  he  paced  along, 
Some  ancient  Border  gathering  song. 
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Along  tho  bridge  Lord  Marmion  rode, 
Proudly  lus  rerl  Rin  clnrger  trod, 
Hi',  helm  hung  at  the  saddle  bow , 
Well    by  Ilia  iiaage,  you  might  know 
He  "aa  a  stilw  Ht  Itmght,  and  lipen, 
\nd  Iiod  in  many  a  biittip  been, 
Thp  scar  on  hia  bio«ii  cheelt  reiealed 
A  token  bue  of  Boswortli  field, 
His  eye  liro«   dark,  and  eje  of  fire, 
Showed  Bpmt  piootl,  anil  prompt  to  ire ; 
Yet  liiiea  of  tboiight  upon  hia  cheek. 
Did  depp  design  and  counsel  sppalt 
His  forehead,  by  hio  caaque  woin  bdre, 
His  thick  mustarhe,  and  curly  liair, 
Coal  black,  and  gnz/Jcd  here  and  there, 

But  more  through  toil  than  agp , 
His  squdre-turned  joints,  end  strength  of  iimb 
Showed  him  no  carpet  knight  so  tnm, 
Bat,  in  close  fight,  a  chanijuon  gnm, 
In  camps,  a  leailor  sage. 


Well    vas  I  e  a  ned  fro      I  ead  to  heel, 
In         1   and  ]  late    of  M  Ian  steel ; 
But  h  s    tron^  I  eln     of       gl  ty  coat. 
Was  all      th  hu  n  si  od  ^o\A  embossed ; 
Am  d  tl  e  pi   nagp  of  tl  e     re  t 
A  falcon  hovcrod  on  he    nest 
W  ll    n  ngs  o  tspread    aj  d  fo  word  breast; 
E'en  such  a  fal  on    on  h  s  tl  eld, 
Soared    able    n  a     az  re  field 
The  golden  legend  !  ore  ar  gl  t. 
Who  checks  at  mf    to  death  is  bibhi 
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Blue  was  the  uharger's  biuidered  rein; 
Blue  ribbons  decked  Ins  arching  mane ; 
Thb  knightly  hou-Jing's  ample  fold 
Was  VPKet  hlup,  and  trapped  «ith  gold. 

Bt-liind  hiiii  rode  two  gallant  squires, 
Of  noble  name,  and  knightly  sires , 
They  buined  the  gilded  spurs  to  claim; 
Tor  well  could  each  a  war  horse  tame, 
Could  diaw  the  bow,  the  sword  could  away. 
And  iiglitiy  bear  the  ring  awaj  , 
Nor  le-.s  «it]i  courteous  precepts  stored. 
Could  dance  iil  hall,  and  carve  at  board, 
And  frame  loi  e  ditties  passing  rare, 
And  6mg  them  to  a  lady  fair 

Toui  m(  n  at  arms  tame  at  their  backs. 

With  halbard,  bill  and  battle  axe 

They  bore  Lord  Marmion's  lance  so  slrong, 

And  led  hia  sumpter  mules  along. 

And  ambling  paltrey,  when  at  need 

Him  li'tcd  eise  his  bittle  steed 

The  last,  dud  tCQttiest  of  tho  four. 

On  high  his  forky  pennon  bore , 

Like  snalbii'a  tail    m  shape  ind  hue. 

Fluttered  the  streamer  glossy  blue. 

Where,  blazoned  sable,  s.^  belore, 

Tiie  to«enng  fdlcon  seemed  to  soar 

Last    twenty  jeomen,  (no  and  two. 

In  ho5en  bla  k,  and  jerkins  blue. 

With  falcons  broidered  on  each  breast, 

Attended  on  their  lord's  behest 

Each,  ohoaen  for  an  aichcr  good, 

Knew  huntingH?r'ift  bj   Ijlie  or  wood. 


h,  Google 


1  tky    d    h  ft 


Id  b     d 
Id      nd 
gl   a  d    t  ong, 


Ad    t  th  ir  b  It    th 

Tl       d    ty  p  II    y        d        y 

Sh       dthjhd  hd       wary  way. 


'Tia  meet  that  I  should  tell  you  now, 
How  fairly  armed,  and  ordered  how. 

The  soldiers  of  the  guard, 
With  musket,  pike,  and  morion, 
To  welcome  noble  Marmion, 

Stood  in  the  casile-yard ; 
Minstrels  and  trumpeters  were  thei'e, 
The  gunner  held  his  linstock  yare. 

For  welcome-shot  prepared : 
Entered  the  trmn,  and  such  a  clang, 
Aa  then  through  all  his  turrets  rang, 

Old  Norham  never  heard. 


The  guards  their  morrice-pikes  advanced. 

The  trumpets  flourished  brave. 
The  cannon  from  the  ramparts  glanced, 

And  thundering  welcome  gave. 
A  blythe  salute,  in  martial  sort, 

The  minstrels  well  might  sound, 
Fo     as  L    d  M  ro      d  the  court, 

H         tt  red  1         nl 

"W   1  t    N    h        M       on! 

St     t  h  art     nl    p  n  1      d 
W  11  d    t  ti        b      k  thy  g  llant  roan, 

Th      fl  f  r     1   1   1     d!"  — 
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Two  pursuivants,  whom  tobarda  deck, 
With  silver  scutcheon  round  tlieir  neck, 

Stood  on  fhe  steps  of  stone, 
By  which  you  reach  the  Donjon  gate, 
And  there,  with  herald  pomp  and  state. 

They  hailed  Lord  Mannion: 
They  liailed  liira  Lord  of  Pontenaye, 
Of  Lutterward  and  Scrivelbaye, 

Of  Tamwoith  tower  and  town ; 
And  he,  their  courtesy  to  requite. 
Gave  thoin  a  chain  of  twelve  marlia  weigi 

All  6S  he  lighted  down 
"  Now  large=se,  iarge&se,  Lord  Mannion, 

Knight  of  the  crest  of  gold ! 
A  blazoned  shield,  in  battle  iion, 

Ne'er  juardod  heart  so  bold."  — 


They  marEhalled  him  to  the  castle -hall. 

Where  the  guests  stood  all  eaide. 
And  loudly  flourished  the  trumpet-call. 

And  the  heialds  loudly  cried, 
"Room,  lordlina:^,  10  nn  for  Lord  Marmion, 

With  tJie  cre'it  and  helin  of  gold ! 
Pull  well  we  know  the  trophies  won 

In  the  listB  ot  Cotliswold 
There  mainly  Ralph  de  Wilton  strove 

'Gninst  Marmion's  force  tn  stand ; 
To  liini  he  lost  his  ladye-love, 

And  to  the  king  hia  land. 
Oursehoa  beheld  the  listed  field, 

A  sight  both  sad  and  fajr, 
We  saw  Lord  Mnrnnon  pierce  his  shield, 

And  saw  hi',  saddle  bare 
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We  si»  tbo  victor  win  the  crest, 

He  «'eir'*  mth  worthy  pnde  , 
And  oil  the  gibbet  tree,  reversed, 

Has  foenian's  scutcheon  tied 
Piicc    nobles,  for  the  Falcon  Knight' 

Rood    ruom  ye  gpntlta  gay 
For  him  who  conqu  red  in  tin   right, 

Mvmion  of  Pontenayo  '    — 


Then  stPpppd  to  meet  that  noble  lord 

Sir  High  the  Heion  bold 
BarDn  nf  TwibbII,  an!  ot   Ford 

And  Captain  of  She  Hold 
He  lod  Lord  Marm  on  to  the  deaa 

Raised  oer  the  pavement  bigl, 
And  placed  hun  in  the  i  pper  placL  — 

They  feistpd  fiill  and  high 
Thp  whiles  a  Northern  harper  rude 
Chanted  a  rhyme  of  deadly  feud 

"How  the  ferce  nunoalla,  and  Ridlet/a  all, 
Stetd  WiUwiottdiwicK, 
And  Hard-tiding  D\  k, 

Aiid  Bu^hie  of  HawdiMt,  and  Hill  o'  the  tTaU, 
Hiwe  set  on.  Sir  .itban;/  FtaOieislonhaugli, 
And  taken  Ais  life  at  ilie  DtaAman  s  show." 


Scanfly  Lord  Marmions  ear  i.  mid  brook 

Thu  harper's  barbarous  h) 
Yet  mu(,h  he  primed  the  pain    he  took, 
And  well  thosp  paina  did  paj 
For  lady's  omt   and  mmstiel's  strain 
By  knight  shoilil  ne'er  be  heird  in  viin. 
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But  meeter  seemed  for  lady  fair, 

To  fan  her  cheek,  or  cur!  her  htur. 
Or  through  embroidery,  rich  and  rare, 

The  slender  silk  to  lead ; 
His  skin  was  fair,  his  ringlets  gold,    , 

His  bosom  —  when  he  slgli'd, 
The  russet  doublet's  rugged  fold 

Could  scarce  repel  ifs  pride! 
Say,  hast  thou  ^ven  that  lovely  youth 

To  serve  in  lady's  boiver  ? 
Or  was  the  gentle  page,  in  sooth, 

A  gentle  paramour?"  — 

Lord  Marmion  ill  could  brook  such  jest 

He  rolled  his  kindling  eye, 
With  pain  his  rising  wrath  suppressed. 

Yet  made  a  calm  reply: 
"That  boy  thou  thought'st  so  goodly  fair. 

He  might  not  brook  the  nortiiern  air, 
More  of  his  fate  if  thou  would'st  learn, 

I  left  him  sick  in  Lindisfarn : 
Enough  of  him.  —  But,  Heron,  say. 
Why  does  thy  lovely  lady  gay 
Disdain  to  grace  the  hall  to-day  ? 
Or  has  that  dome,  so  fair  and  sage, 
Gone  on  Home  pious  pilgrimage?"  — 
He  spoke  in  covert  scorn,  for  ftme 
Whispered  light  tales  of  Heron's  dame. 

Unmarked,  at  least  unrecked  the  launt, 

Careless  the  Knight  replied, 
"No  bird,  whose  feathers  gayly  flaunt. 

Delights  in  cage  to  bide : 
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Norhim  la  grim,  jiid  grated  close, 
Hemmed  m  by  batUement  and  foase, 

And  miny  a  darkBome  lower; 
And  better  Imes  my  lady  bright, 
To  Bit  in  liberty  and  lig'ht, 

In  fair  Queen  Margaret's  bower 
We  hold  our  greyhound  in  our  hand, 

Our  filcon  on  our  glove , 
But  11  here  shall  «p  find  lei«h  or  band, 

For  damo  thit  loves  to  rove  ' 
Let  the  wild  faluon  soar  her  swing, 
She'll  sloop  when  ehe  has  tned  her  wing."  — 

"Nay,  if  with  Koyal  James's  bride 

The  lovely  L^dy  Heron  bide. 

Behold  me  here  a  messenger, 

Vour  tender  greetings  prompt  to  bear , 

For,  to  the  ScoUi^h  couit  addressed, 

I  journey  at  our  king's  behest. 

And  pray  jou,  of  your  grace,  provide 

For  me,  and  mine,  a  trusty  guide 

I  liave  not  ridden  in  Scotland  since 

James  backed  the  cause  of  that  mock  prince, 

Warbeck,  that  Flemish  counterfeit, 

Who  on  the  gibbet  paid  the  cheaL 

Then  did  I  mirrh  «ith  Surrey's  power. 

What  time  we  rszpd  old  Ajton  tower"  — 

"For  suL.h  like  nped,  my  lord,  I  trow, 
Norham  cin  find  ^ou  guides  enow, 
For  heie  be  some  hive  pricked  as  far 
On  Scottish  ffroimd,  as  tn  Dnnbar , 
Have  drunk  the  monks  ot   St   Bothan'a  bIo, 
And  dmen  the  beeies  of  Liuderdtle , 
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loodB,"— 


Th      y         f    t  f        ra    t     y  b    1 

B  t   aa        f   m    f  pe         I 

A  f       dly  m  ge     t    k 

Why  th      gh    11  S    tl    d  d  fw, 

Th       k  in     t  t      p    f     war, 

Th    sigl  t    f  pi     d  n  g  B    d       p  ar 

M    ht  J    t  fy        p  f 

Add    dly  fd         thtfpl 

Br    k      t  na       ly  b     1 

A  h  raid  y  fltt  d 

Of  p         t    bd 

Opd  t       llgpt, 

O      tr  1!    g  p  Ig  t  th    1  ast 

Tl      C  ita  d      Ittl      p 

And  pass   1  hi    h     d  if 

—    F  Id  I  li   1  (1  g    d    y      wati 

Bit   11  m  )     p  p  r,  ant, 

Th        ly  ni       th  t      f  d 


M 


a  h     d 


Th  n,  ti       i       b  I   p  b    It  th     f  rt 
Pew  I    ly  b    tl         h         es  rt 
Ev  1     h  pi         as  I  w 


Up  t    t 

So     af    h        t 
A  d  p    y  d  f 
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Oar  Norhaiu  vicar,  woe  betide, 

Is  at]  too  well  in  cas«  to  ride. 

The  priest  of  Shoregwood  —  lie  coul^  reii 

The  wildest  war-hoi-se  in  your  train ; 

But  then,  no  Bpenraiiin  in  the  hall 

Will  sooner  swear,  or  stab,  or  brawl, 

Frinr  John  of  Tillmouth  were  the  man ; 

A  blithesome  broUier  at  the  can, 

A  welcome  guest  in  hall  and  bower. 

He  knows  each  castle,  town,  and  tower, 

In  which  the  wino  and  ale  is  good, 

Twixt  Newcastle  and  Holy-Rood. 

But  that  good  man,  as  ill  befalls, 

Hath  seldom  left  our  castle  walls, 

Since  on  the  vigil  of  St.  Bede, 

In  evil  hour,  he  crossed  the  Tweed, 

To  teach  Dame  Alison  her  creed. 

Old  Baghtrig  found  him  with  his  wife ; 

And  John,  an  enemy  to  strife. 

Sans  frock  ajid  hood,  fled  for  his  life. 

The  jealous  churl  hath  deeply  swore. 

That  if  agnin  he  ventures  o'er, 

He  shall  s brieve  penitent  no  more. 

Little  he  loves  such  risks,  I  know; 

Yet,  in  your  guard,  perchance  will  go." 


Young  Solhy,  at  the  fair  hall-board. 
Carved  to  his  uncle,  and  that  lord, 
And  reverently  took  up  the  word. 
"  Kind  uncle,  woe  were  we  each  one, 
If  harm  should  hap  to  Brother  John. 
He  is  a  man  of  mirthful  speech. 
Can  many  a  game  and  gambol  teach ; 
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Full  ivell  at  tables  can  lie  play, 
And  sweep  at  bowls  the  stalie  away, 
None  can  a  lustier  carol  bawl, 
The  needfulleet  amoug  ua  all, 
When  time  hangs  heavy  in  the  hali, 
And  snow  com^  thick  at  Christmas  tide, 
And  we  can  neither  hunt,  nor  ride 
A  foray  on  the  Scottish  side. 
The  vowed  revenge  of  Bughtrig  rude, 
May  end  in  worse  than  loss  of  hood/ 
IiBt  Friar  John,  in  safety,  still 
In  chimney-corner  snore  his  fill, 
Boast  hissing  crabs,  or  flagons  swill : 
Last  night,  to  Norham  there  came  one, 
Will  belter  guide  Lord  Marmion."  — 
"  Nephew,"  quoth  Heron,  "  by  rny  fay 
Well  hast  thou  spoke ;  say  forth  thy  say," 


"  Here  is  a  holy  Palmer  come. 
From  Salem  first,  and  last  from  Rome ; 
One,  that  hath  kissed  the  blessed  tomb 
And  visited  each  holy  slmne, 
In  Araby  and  Palestine. 
On  hills  of  Armenie  hath  been, 
Where  Noah's  ark  may  yet  be  seen ; 
By  that  Red  Sea,  too,  hath  he  trod. 
Which  parted  at  the  prophet's  rod ; 
In  Sinai's  wilderness  he  saw 
The  mount,  where  Israel  heavd  the  law, 
Mid  thunder-dint,  and  flashing  levin. 
And  shadows,  mists,  and  darkness,  ^ven. 
He  shows  Saint  James's  cockle-shell, 
Of  fair  Montserrat,  too,  con  tell; 
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And  of  that  Grot  whore  Olives  nod. 

Where,  darling  of  eicli  heart  and  eye, 

From  all  the  youth  of  Sicily, 

Saint  Rosalie  retired  to  God. 

T           t  Saj  t  r      £,      f  N          1         rry, 

Saj  t  Tl             t         f  Car  t    b    y 

C     btfDl           dSntBd 

Pi              p    1      h  tl   1     p   y  d. 

H    k          tl     p            1  th    N  rth 

Ad       Ifl           bydtirth 

L  tU    b    eat        din        11      1 

Aid   1      1      1    t    f  th      t                Ik 

Ti                           1                           d  (1  1 

B  t      1             J  h    b  tl   q    fl  1  1      Ble 

A    1  ttl    as  th    w    d  th  t  bl 

Ad         ms    t,  If             t  h     n 

Kh                         hhwyh                — 

G            J        q     tl-   L    d  M 

P  Ij  1  th             I    th  t  F         T  I 

Tl   t              bl     m        f     ra 

V       pi      (1       f            1    P    J 

If  tb                PI             11  m     1     d 

F         h          t    H  1)  R     d 

I  k    h          d      rnt   111  p  y  1       De  1 

I    t    d     1         kl      h  11         b     1 

Wtl   at      1    f           1         d 

lie       1   h  ly        bl          1 11 

Tl  y  1          t      1     m             y  h  11 

W  tl    aon^     0   ai  ce   or  1  y 

So       jov  al  tale     r  glee    or  jest. 

Some  ly  n^,  legcni  at  the  least. 

They  b   ng  to  chee    the    vay 
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Ah        bl      ir     y      It,  S  Iby        I 

Alfa                  h      1  p  h     iTld 

Th               loi  w    m     1     p      h               u  more 

Tl        1            Id  1          by  1   Ij   1  re 

1 11  t    h        If  h       m  rt       g 

. 

A  d    1     il             t  so          ns         th    g 

1 

Last      ght         list      d    t  h         11 

bt                    d    w     h      1        d         th  t    tell, 

II    m  m       d         tU              h 

N    U             rt.1      uld  b 

S  m  t  m      1  th     gl  t  I  h      d    t  pi 

V      th                    pok 

I            ttll  — 111       t      t  — 

F   m  J  i      1   ti    t  1(1         t          rot 

N                           1              1        d     f           g, 

C            t         I           d  p    y        I     g 

H  m    If    till    1    ps  b  f      1      b    il 

n             k  d  t                   1  tw           d  "  — 

L  t  p          q    U    M                   by  my  fay, 

Tl               h  11  g    d    m          my      y 

Alth     gh  th            t  ar  i  fi     d  and  1 

H  d               U     ns  1          f         p     y 

S     pi  as                    tl     V     tl    to    all 

Tl      P  1        t    tl       aatl    bdL  — 

Th          in        d  P  I                         plac 

11         bl           1         1      g  h     foe 

I     h      bl    k          tl     w      h      1  d 

W  tl    P  t        k  V            1  th     f      d 

O     h     b      d    h     M        w        ht 

Th          U  p    1   11  h         p  d  d  deck 

Tl              fL              Ilk 

W      f        Lo    tt    b        ht 
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H          dl 

th  t        It 

SUIT  b  dg  t  b  tcl 

P   h 

Th    1  d  d  p  1     b 

I         1      ]      1 

hi        d  p  Ig       1 

tl      H  ly  L     d 

W 1        a^  ll      PI 

1  U 

N      1    d           k    ^i 

was  tJ                   tall. 

Oil        U    1 

t  p       th  1 

0    1    k  d 

gh      d  k 

r              al  t        dd 

h          t 

B  t    tr   1                 tl 

1  all     f    tat 

A  d  f      t  d  M 

1         1         t 

1                        A    h     1      ]         h  d  b 

i                    B  t  h              t  fra 

with  tol; 

H      1     k 

U  tl         hi 

A  d      1       1       tr 

1  d    t            1 

H       3     look  d  h 

g-g    d  wild 

P              t  h    Ih    m 

tl      tl  t  hi     b  re. 

If    h     1   d  b 

p              th 

I     iis           f 

i         b       d  h 

Sh     h   1       t  k 

h       hid 

D     g       1     g  tl      1 

w    t, 

SI            th     f 

that  b    t         k  ow  — 

P      d     dly  f 

t 

A  d  b!      It 

tl      h 

H    d  t   1                  i 

1             d  f 

Ad         t          q 

h  th      y       b      It  grace, 

N      d          Id 

w     n    tra 

M  re  d    ply  th 

1    I 

Hppy     h 

f  th        b  f  II 

B  t  th     p       PI 

k          th  m  -di 

L    d  M             tl 

lb        d  d  oak 

Th    PI        t    1 

I      th    t   k, 
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So  he  would  mai-cli  with  morning  tide, 
To  Scottish  court  to  bo  his  guide. 
—-"But  I  have  solemu  vowa  to  pay, 
And  may  not  linger  by  tlie  way, 

To  fair  St.  Andrew's  bound, 
Within  the  ocean-cave  to  pray, 
Wlicre  good  Saint  Rule  his  holy  lay. 
Prom  midnight  to  tlie  diiivn  of  day, 

Sung  to  tlie  billows'  sound; 
Thence  to  Saint  Pillnn's  blessed  well, 
Whose  spring  can  frenzied  dreams  dispel, 

And  the  craaed  hrain  restore: — ■ 
Saint  Mary  grant,  that  cave  or  spring 
Could  back  to  peace  iny  bosom  bring. 

Or  bid  it  throb  no  more!"  — 


And  now  tlie  midnight  draught  of  sleep, 
Where  ivine  and  spicea  richly  steep, 
In  massive  howl  of  silver  deep, 

The  page  presents  on  knee. 
Lord  Marmion  drank  a  fair  good  rest. 
The  Captain  pledged  his  noble  guest. 
The  cup  went  through  among  the  rest, 

Who  drained  it  merrily; 
Alone  the  Palmer  passed  it  by, 
Though  Selby  pressed  him  courteously. 

This  was  t!ia  sign  tho  feust  was  o'er; 

It  hushed  the  Thierry  wMsail  roar. 
The  minstrels  ceased  to  sound. 

Soon  in  the  castle  naught  wae  heard, 

But  the  slow  footstep  of  the  guard, 
Pacing  his  sober  round. 
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with  early  dawn  Lord  Miirmion  rose; 

And  first  the  chapel  doors  unclose; 

Then,  ailer  morning  rites  were  done, 

(A  hasty  mass  from  Friar  John,) 

And  knight  and  squire  had  broke  thoit  faat 

On  rich  aubatantial  repast, 

Lord  Marmion's  bugle  blew  to  horse. 

Then  came  the  stirrup-cup  In  course; 

Between  the  Baron  and  his  host, 

No  point  of  courtesy  was  lost; 

High  thanks  were  by  Lord  Marmion  paid, 

Solemn  excuse  the  Captain  made, 

Till,  filing  from  tbe  gale,  had  past 

That  noble  train,  tiieir  lord  the  last 
Thun  loudly  rung  the  trumpet-call, 
rbunlcred  Ihe  cannon  fiom  the  wall, 

And  ehook  the  Scottish  "jhore ; 
Around  the  t  istle  eddied,  slow, 
Volumes  of  cmoke  as  white  as  snow. 
And  hid  iti  turrets  hoar. 

Till  thej   rolled  forth  upon  the  air. 

And  met  thp  nver  biepzes  tliore, 

Whicli  gave  Tgam  the  prospect  fttir 
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INTHODUCTION  TO  CANTO  SECOND 
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Wh        fl         h  d 
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"H                 y    had 
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The  w  If  I 
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b        his  name,] 
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And    t  p     g       t  th 

t    howl; 
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b  (tl    set, 
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From  slip,  or  leaah,  there  never  sprang, 

More  fleet  of  foot,  or  sure  of  fang. 

Nor  dull,  between  each  merry  chase, 

Passed  by  the  intermitted  space ; 

For  we  had  fair  reaource  in  shjre, 

In  classic,  and  in  Gothic  lore: 

We  marked  each  memorable  scene. 

And  held  poetic  talk  between ; 

Nor  hill,  nor  brook,  we  puced  along, 

But  had  its  legend,  or  its  song. 

AJl  silent  now  ~  for  now  are  still 

Thy  howera,  untenanted  Bowhill ! 

No  longer,  from  thy  mountains  dun. 

The  yeoman  hears  the  well-known  gun, 

And,  while  hia  honest  heart  g!o^va  ivarm. 

At  thought  of  Ills  paternal  farm. 

Round  to  his  mates  a  brimmer  fills. 

And  drinks,  "Tiie  Cliieftain  of  the  Hills!" 

No  fairy  forma,  in  Yarrow's  bowera, 

Trip  o'er  the  walks,  or  tend  tlie  flowers. 

Fair  as  the  elves  whom  Janet  saw, 

By  moonlight,  dance  on  Caterhaogh ; 

No  yonthflal  barona  left  to  grace, 

The  Porrat-Sheriff's  lonely  chase. 

And  ape,  in  mauly  step  and  tone, 

The  majesty  of  Oberon  ; 

And  ahe  is  gone,  whose  lovely  face 

Is  but  her  least  and  lowest  grace ; 

Though  if  to  Sylphid  Queen  'twere  given, 

To  ahow  our  earth  the  charms  of  heaven, 

She  could  not  glide  along  the  air. 

With  form  more  light,  or  face  more  fair. 

No  more  the  iridow's  deafened  ear 

Grows  quick,  that  lady's  step  to  hear  ■ 
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At    00  t  d      I         pacts  h         t 

N     b          h     t    t       t!        t 

Pe            i     t         h     h               wh    1, 

Op                 k    h        ih              1 

Ytbl                     hdlthirbd 

Th            I     h     d  b}      h   h  th  J       f  d. 

Fr       "i       —    1    1   i  11           1      Ij  b  nd. 

Sc                  th     T        d  h      p              fid, 

TI      gh          h  h     f   t,       d    1   f         <i  toil, 

Till    11  hi     ddy                 t    b   1 

H     I    si         d  d  1    d 

And  1ft        by  th      tr    m  d 

And          i    I       [«.  th          port        by 

Co   p  m         f     y           ta     J  y 

Juttth      gt      (bj       dyth 

Wh      th      It        peecl        d    pee  h   s  tmtb. 

CI       to     y     d        tl      h  t  d  li^ht, 

Tl   y  p         d  t    h          f  W  11        w    ht. 

Wh        p      t        to  1           y  ra       d 

lalldl      raptallyg        d 

Ki  dl  d  til  ir  1  raw    to  h        m    spe  k ; 

And  I  h          m  1  d    t    f    1      y    h    k 

Dept    tl     dtr             f         ) 

Ret          OT,      tl      £.1         f  th    rs 

Ah    h  ppj   b  y            h  f    1  ng    p 

Th  y  w  11       t             tig      d 

Co  d          d  t      t        th     w    Id         d    tide. 

Yo     m  3       t  1           by  tl        d 

Po    F  t     h  11  th     t          f       th      hore, 

Ai  d  Pa.         ply  th        Id 

Yet    1        h  th        m  mb              till 

Of  th    1                t            d  th      11 
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When  musing  on  companions  gone. 

We  doubly  feel  ourselves  alone, 

Something,  my  friend,  we  yet  may  gain, 

There  is  a  pleaaure  in  this  pain: 

It  soothes  the  love  of  lonely  rest, 

Deep  in  each  gentler  heart  impressed. 

Tie  silent  amid  worldly  toils, 

And  stifled  soon  by  mental  broils; 

But,  in  a  bosom  thus  prepared, 

Its  still  small  voice  is  often  heard, 

Whispering  a  mingled  sentiment, 

Twixt  resignation  and  content. 

Oft  in  my  mind  snch  thoughts  awake, 

By  lone  St.  Mary's  silent  lake; 

Thou  kuow'st  it  well,  —  nor  fen,  nor  sedge. 

Pollute  the  pure  lake's  crystal  edge ; 

Abrupt  and  sheer,  the  mountains  sink 

At  once  npon  the  level  brink ; 

And  just  a  trace  of  silver  sand 

Marks  where  the  water  meets  the  land. 

Par  in  the  mirror,  bright  and  blue. 

Each  hill's  huge  outlino  you  may  view; 

Shaggy  with  heath,  but  lonely  bare. 

Nor  tree,  nor  bush,  nor  brake  is  there. 

Save  wbei'e,  of  la.nd,  yon  slender  line 

Bears  thw^rt  Ihe  Ifi^f-  the  scattered  pine. 
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Vot  even  this  naltedness  has  power. 

And  aids  the  feeling  of  the  hour: 

Nor  thicket,  dell,  nor  copse  yovi  spy, 

Where  living  thing  concealed  might  lie; 

Nor  point,  letiring,  hides  a  dell, 

Where  swain,  or  woodman  ione,  might  dweU ; 

There's  nothing  left  to  fancy's  guess, 

You  see  that  all  is  loneliness  r 

And  silence  iiids  —  though  these  steep  hills 

Send  to  tlie  lake  a  thousand  riils ; 

In  summer  tide,  so  soft  they  weep, 

The  sound  hut  lulls  Ihe  ear  asleep; 

i'our  horae's  hoof-tread  sounds  too  rude, 

So  stilly  is  the  solitude. 

Naught  living  meets  the  eye  or  ear, 
But  well  I  ween  the  dead  are  near; 
For  though,  in  feudal  strife,  a  foe 
Hath  laid  Our  Lady's  chapel  low, 
Yet  Btill,  hcneath  tho  hallowed  soil. 
The  peasant  rests  him  from  his  toil, 
And,  dying,  bids  his  bones  be  laid, 
Where  erst  his  simple  fathera  prayed. 

If  age  had  lamed  the  passions'  stlifc, 

And  fate  iiad  cut  my  ties  to  life. 

Here,  have  I  thought,  'twere  sweet  to  dwell, 

And  rear  again  tho  chaplain's  cell, 

Like  that  same  peocefiil  hermitage, 

Where  Milton  longed  to  spend  his  age 

Twere  sweet  to  mark  the  setting  day, 

On  Bourhope's  lonely  fop  decay; 

And,  as  it  faint  and  feeble  died, 

On  the  broad  lake,  and  mountain's  aids, 


h,  Google 


To  Bay,  "  Thus  pleasures  fa.de  iiway ; 

Youth,  talents,  beauty,  thus  decay. 

And  leave  us  dark,  foilorn,  and  gray;" — ■ 

Then  gase  on  Dryhope'a  rained  tower, 

And  think  on  Yarrow's  faded  Flower. 

And  whnn  that  mountain-sound  I  heard, 

Wliich  bids  us  be  for  storm  prepared. 

The  distant  rustlmg'  of  his  wings, 

As  up  liis  foroQ  the  Tempest  brings, 

'Tivora  sweet,  ere  yet  his  terrors  rave, 

To  sit  upon  the  Wizard's  grave  ; 

Tliat  Wizard  Priest's,  whose  bones  are  thrust 

Prom  company  of  holy  dust ; 

On  which  no  sunbeam  ever  shines  — 

(So  superstition's  creed  divines  — ) 

Thenoe  view  the  lalte,  with  sullen  roar, 

Heave  her  brood  billows  to  the  shore; 

And  mark  the  wild  swans  mount  vie  gale. 

Spread  wide  through  mist  theu  snowy  sail, 

And  ever  stoop  again,  to  lave 

Their  bosoma  on  the  surging  wave : 

Then,  when  against  the  driving  hail, 

No  longer  might  my  plaid  avail, 

Back  to  my  lonely  home  retire. 

And  light  my  lamp,  and  trim  my  fire: 

There  ponder  o'er  some  mystic  lay. 

Till  the  wild  tale  had  all  its  sway. 

And,  in  the  bittern's  distant  shrielt, 

I  heard  unearthly  voices  speak. 

And  thought  the  Wizard  Priest  was  come, 

To  claim  again  his  ancient  home ! 

And  liade  my  busy  fancy  range. 

To  frame  him  fitting  shape  and  strange, 
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But  chief  'twere  sweet  to  thinly  such  life, 
(Though  but  egrapn  from  fortune's  strife,) 
Something  niDit  matchless  good,  and  wise, 
A  gient  and  gr4teful  Baciiiice, 
\aA  deem  each  hoar,  to  musing  given, 
A  step  upon  the  road  to  heaven 

Yet  him,  whose  heart  is  ill  at  ease. 

Such  painful  solitudes  displease 

Ho  loves  to  drown  his  bosom's  jar 

Amid  the  elemental  war 

And  m}   black  Palmer's  choice  had  been 

Some  ruder  aiid  more  savage  scene, 

Like  that  whiuh  frowns  round  dark  Lochskene, 

Therf  eagles  BCream  Irom  isle  to  shore ; 

Down  all  the  rocka  the  torrents  roar. 

O'er  the  black  wa\es  jn'-essant  dnven, 

Dark  mists  infect  the  summer  heaven; 

Through  the  rude  baruerg  of  the  lake, 

Away  its  hurr3ing  ivatera  hreak. 

Paster  and  whiter  dash  and  curl, 

Till  down  yon  dark  abyss  thej   hurl 

Rises  the  fog-smoke  white  as  snow, 

Thunders  the  viewless  stream  below. 

Diving,  as  if  condemned  to  lave 

Some  demon's  subteiranean  case, 

WhD,  prisoned  b)   enLhinter's  spell, 

Shakes  tlie  dark  lock  iiith  groan  and  yell. 

And  well  that  Palmer's  form  and  mein 

Had  suited  ^iith  the  sforin3'  scene. 
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CANTO  SECOND. 


The  brteze,  «hich  aivept  may  the  smoke, 

Hound  Norham  Castlo  rolled 
When  all  the  loud  artillery  spokp 
With  lightning  flash,  and  thunder  stroke, 

Aa  Marmion  left  the  H)ld 
It  curled  not  Tweed  alone,  that  breeze : 
For  far  upon  Nirtliumhnan  seas. 
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It  fieihh   blen,  and  stiong, 
Where,  from  h  gli  Whitbj's  cloistered  pile, 
Bound  to  Saint  Cuthbeit's  Holy  Isle, 

It  bore  a  birk  ilong 
Upon  the  gale  she  stooped  her  aide. 
And  bounded  oer  tlic  ■iwelhng  tide, 

As  shp  weip  drtncing  home, 
'Ihe  merry  seamen  laughed,  to  see 
Then  galhnt  nhip  so  lustily 

Furioiv  the  green  sea  foam 
Mufh  joyed  they  in  their  honored  freight; 
For,  on  the  deck,  in  rheir  of  state. 
The   ^bhca  of  Saint  H  Ida  placed, 
With  five  ftir  niin'i,  the  gallej   graced. 


'Twaif  BMcet  tj  see  theso  holj   maids, 
Like  birds  escaped  to  greenwood  shides, 

Their  first  flight  fiom  the  cage, 
How  timid,  and  how  curious  too, 
For  oil  to  them  waa  strange  and  new, 
And  all  the  comnion  eights  thev  view, 

Tlieir  »ondt,rineut  engage 
Ono  pycd  the  shrouds  and  swelling  sail, 

With  miny  a  beneditite , 
One  at  the  rippling  surge  grew  pale, 

And  w  ould  for  terror  pray , 
Then  shrieked,  because  the  sea-dog,  nigh, 
His  round  bla  k  head,  and  sparkling  eye, 

Reared  oei  the  foaming  spray, 
And  one  would  still  adjust  her  veil. 
Disordered  by  the  summer  gale. 
Perchance  lest  some  more  worldly  pye 
Her  dedicnt=d  iliaims  might  spv, 
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Perchance,  because  such  ootion  graced 
Her  fMr-turned  arm  and  slender  waist. 
Light  was  eacft  simple  bosom  there, 
Save  two,  who  ili  might  pleasure  share, - 
The  Abhes3,  and  tlie  Novice  Clare. 

The  Abbess  was  of  noble  blood, 
But  early  took  the  veil  aod  hood. 
Ere  upoa  life  she  cast  a  look, 
Or  know  the  world  that  she  forsook. 
Fair  too  she  was,  and  kind  had  been 
Ae  she  was  fair,  but  ne'er  bad  seen 
For  her  a  timid  lover  sigh, 
Nor  knew  the  influence  of  her  eye ; 
Love,  to  her  ear,  waa  but  a  name, 
Combined  with  vanity  and  shame  ; 
Her  hopes,  her  fears,  her  joys,  were  all 
Bounded  within  the  cloister  wall : 
The  deadliest  sin  hei:  mind  could  reach. 
Was  of  monastic  rule  the  breach ; 
And  her  ambition's  highest  aim, 
To  emulate  Saint  Hilda's  fame. 
For  this  she  gave  her  ample  dower. 
To  raise  the  convent's  eastern  tower ; 
For  this,  with  carving  rare  and  quaint. 
She  decked  the  chapel  of  the  saint. 
And  gave  the  relic-shrine  of  cost, 
With  ivory  and  goms  embosL 
The  poor  her  convent's  bounty  blest, 
The  pilgrim  in  its  halls  found  rest. 
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She  saw  tliem  not  —  twas  seeming  all  — 
For  ofher  scene  her  thoughts  recall, — 
A  sun-scorchad  desert,  waste  and  bare. 
Nor  wave,  nor  breezes,  murmured  there ; 
There  saw  she,  where  some  careless  hand 
O'er  a  d«ad  corpse  had  heaped  the  sand, 
To  hide  it  till  the  jackalls  come. 
To  teBr  it  from  the  scanty  tomb. — 
See  what  a  wofal  look  was  given, 
As  she  raised  up  her  eyes  to  heaven! 

Lovely,  and  gentle,  and  distressed  — 

These  charms  might  tame  the  fiercest  breast: 

Hnrpers  hHve  sung,  and  poets  told, 

That  he,  in  fury  uncontrolled, 

The  shaggy  monarch  of  the  wood, 

Before  a  virgin  fair  and  good, 

Halh  pacified  his  savage  mood. 

But  passioD  in  the  human  frame 

Oft  put  the  lion's  rage  to  shame: 

And  jealousy,  by  dark  intrigue. 

With  sordid  avarice  in  league. 

Had  practiced,  with  their  bowl  and  knife. 

Against  the  mourner's  harmless  life. 

This  crime  was  charged  'gainst  those  wlio  lay 

Prisoned  in  Cuthhert's  islet  gray. 

And  tl  1    k  rta  the  strand 

Of  t  N  rti    mb    land; 

To   n,     t  w  rs        d  h  II         ccessive  rise, 
Anl      t  1   tl  d  1    Ited  eyes; 

M     k  W    rr      tl  b  h  nd  them  lay, 

And  Tyn  th     p  d  bay ; 
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They  marked,  amid  her  trees,  the  hall 

Of  lolly  Seaton-Dekval ; 

They  saw  the  Blythe  and  Wansheck  flooda 

Eush  to  the  aea  through  Bounding  woods; 

They  passed  the  tower  of  Widderington, 

Mother  of  many  a  valiant  son ; 

At  Coquet-isle  their  beads  they  tell, 

To  the  good  Saint  who  owned  the  cell ; 

Then  did  the  Atne  attention  claim. 

And  Warkworth,  proud  of  Percy's  name; 

And  next,  they  crossed  themselvea,  to  hear 

The  whitening  breakers  sound  so  near, 

Where,  boiling  thi'ough  tlie  rooks,  they  roar 

On  Dunstanborough's  cttverncd  shore; 

Thy  tower,  proud  Bamhorough,  marked  they  here, 

King  Ida's  castle,  huge  and  square. 

Prom  its  tall  rock  look  grimly  down, 

And  on  the  swelling  ocean  frown ; 

Then  from  the  coast  they  hore  away, 

And  reached  the  Holy  Island's  bay. 


The  tide  did  n  m   itb  llool  mJ.rk  ^din, 
And  girdled  in  the  Raints  domain 
Tor  with  the  flow  ajid  ebb,  its  stile 
Vanes  ftom  continent  to  isle , 
Diy  shod,  o'ei  sand-,  tnice  every  diy, 
The  pilgrims  to  the  shnne  find  way ; 
Twice  e^ery  day,  the  waves  efface 
Of  sta\es  and  sandaled  feet  the  traca 
As  to  the  poit  the  gilley  flew, 
Higher  and  higher  tosp  to  view 
The  Castle,  with  its  battled  walle 
The  ancient  monisterj's  halls, 
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A  solemn,  huge,  and  dark-red  piia. 
Placed  on  the  margin  of  the  isle. 

In  Saxon  strength  that  Abbey  frowned, 
With  massive  arches  broad  and  round. 
That  rose  alternate,  row  and  row 
On  ponderous  columns,  short  and  low, 

Built  ere  the  art  was  known. 

By  pointed  aisle,  tind  shafted  stalk. 

The  arcades  of  an  alleyed  walk, 

To  emulate  in  stone. 

On  the  deep  walls,  the  heathen  Dane 

Had  poured  his  impious  rage  in  vain ; 

And  needful  was  such  strength  to  these, 


i  by  the  wind's  eternal  sway. 
Open  to  rovers  fierce  aa  they, 
Which  could  twelve  hundred  years  witlisland 
Winds,  waves,  and  northern  pirates'  hand. 
Not  but  that  portions  of  the  pile, 
Rebuilded  in  a  later  style, 
Showed  where  the  spoiler's  hand  had  been; 
Not  but  the  wasting  sea-breeze  keen 
Had  worn  the  pillar's  carving  quaint. 
And  mouldered  in  his  niche  the  saint, 
And  rounded,  with  consuming  power, 
The  pointed  aiigles  of  each  tower; 
Yet  still  entire  the  Abbey  stood, 
Like  veteran,  worn,  but  unsuhdued. 

Soon  as  they  neared  his  turrets  strong. 

The  maidens  raised  Saint  Hilda's  aong, 

And  with  the  sea-wave  and  the  wind. 

Their  voices,  sweetly  shrill,  cc^bined. 
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And  made  harcnonious  close  ; 

Then,  suiawering  fiom  the  sandy  shore. 

Half  drowned  imid  the  breakera'  roar, 
\c  cording  clioius  lose 
Down  tj  the  haven  oi   the  Isle, 
The  nionka  and  nuns  la  order  file, 

From  Cothberts  cloisteis  grim; 
Banner,  and  croBs,  and  relics  there, 
To  nipet  S'iitit  Hilda's  majde,  they  bare- 
And,  as  thpy  caught  thp  sounds  on  air, 

Tljoj  echoed  hick  the  hymn. 
Thp  islandei^,  m  joyoiia  mood, 
Ruahpd  emulou'iiy  through  Ihe  flood, 

To  hale  the  birit  to  land , 
Conspicunus  by  her  veil  and  hood, 
Signing  thp  cioss,  the  Abbess  slood, 

And  bleiipd  then  with  her  hand. 


l3ilI)poSP  ni   11    V   UiL  nclcome  Mid, 
isuppose  the  Cun\enf  banquet  made; 

All  through  the  holy  dome 
Through  cloister   aisle,  and  gallery. 
Wherever  vesial  maid  might  pry, 
Ncr  risk  tj  meet  unhalloned  eye. 

The  stranger  si^tprs  roam , 
Till  fell  the  evening  ^amp  ivith  dew. 
And  the  sharp  sea  h  eeze  coldly  blew, 
For  there,  even  summer  night  is  chill. 
Then,  humg  Btrdyd  and  gazed  their  fill, 

They  Llosed  around  the  fire 
And  all    in  turn    e==ayod  to  paint 
The  rival  merits  of  their  saint, 

A  theme  that  ne'er  can  tire 
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O'er  northern  mountain,  niiiali,  and  moor, 
rroiii  si,a  to  sfa   trom  shore  to  shore, 
&cven  jenri  Saint  Cutlibert'-.  corpse  they 

Tl  ey  rested  them  in  fan  Mekoae , 
But  though,  ahve,  he  loved  it  well, 

Not  there  his  lelics  might  repoae , 
For,  ivonJrons  tile  to  tell ' 

In  hi3  stijne  coffin  fortli  ht  rides, 

(A  ponderous  bork  for  river  tides ) 

\et  light  as  gossamei  it  glides 
Downward  to  TiUmouth  cell 
Noi  ]  >ni;  w  as  his  abidiiitj  thi,re. 
For  soiitliwarJ  did  the  samt  repair , 
Chester  le  Stieet,  ind  Rippon,  s-iw 
His  holy  cor^e    eie  WardiUw 

Hailed  hun  with  joy  and  feat, 
And,  after  minj  mndennga  past, 
lie  t,ho^t  his  lordly  seit  at  last, 
Where  In^  i,ithpJr  1,  huge  and  vast. 

Leeks  doiin  upon  the  Wear, 
There,  deep  m  Durham's  Gothic  ahadc. 
His  relict  are  in  secret  liad, 

But  none  may  know  the  place, 
faave  of  his  holiest  servants  three, 
Deep  awj  n  tu  solenni  secrecy. 

Who  share  that  wondrous  grace 

W  ho  may  hia  mil  acles  dPcUre  ' 

Fven  Scotland's  dauiitlesg  king  and  heir, 

(AJthoiigii  with  them  they  led 
Galwegi>ins    h  Id  aa  ocean's  gale, 
And  Ijodons  kniglit^  all  sheathed  in  mail, 
And  the  bold  men  of  Teviotdale,] 

B"fo  I   hia  otindird  fled. 
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Tvius  he,  to  vindicate  liis  reign. 
Edged  Alfred's  ftJcliioo  on  tlie  Dane, 
And  turned  the  conqueror  back  again, 
When,  »ith  his  Norma.n  bowyer  band. 
He  came  to  waste  Nortluunberland. 

Bat  faiii  Saint  Hilda's  nuns  would  leaiii, 
If,  on  a  rook  by  Liudisfarn, 
Saint  Cuthbei't  sits,  and  toils  to  frame 
The  Bsa'bom  beads  th^t  hear  his  name : 
Such  tale  had  Whitby's  fishera  told. 
And  said  they  might  his  shape  behold. 

And  hear  his  anvil  sound  -, 
A  deadened  clang  —  a  huge  dim  form, 
Seen  but,  and  heard,  when  gathering  sto 

And  night  were  closing  round. 
But  this,  as  tale  of  idle  fame. 
The  nuns  of  Lindisforn  disclaim. 

While  round  the  fire  such  legends  go, 
Fat  different  was  tlie  scene  of  woe. 
Where,  in  a  secret  aisle  beneath. 
Council  was  held  of  life  and  death. 

It  was  more  dark  and  lone  that  vault. 
Than  the  worst  dungeon  cell ; 

Old  Cohvulf  built  it,  for  hia  fault. 
In  penitence  to  dwell. 
When  he,  for  cowl  and  beads,  laid  down 
The  Saxon  battle-axe  and  crown. 
This  den,  which,  chilling  every  sense 

Of  feeling,  heaving,  sight, 
Was  called  the  Vault  of  Penitence 

Excluding  air  and  light, 
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Was,  by  the  prelate  Saxhelm,  made 
A  place  of  burial,  for  such  dead 
As,  having-  died  in  mortal  sin. 
Might  not  he  laid  the  church  witlwiL 
'Tiraa  noB-  a  place  of  punishment; 
Whence  if  so  loud  a  shriek  were  sent, 

As  reached  the  upper  air. 
The  hearers  blessed  themselves,  and  said, 
The  spirits  of  the  sinful  dead 

Bemoaned  their  torments  there. 


But  though,  in  the  monastic  pile, 
Did  of  this  penitentia.1  aisle 

Some  vague  tradition  go, 
Few  only,  save  the  Abbnt,  knew 
Where  the  place  lay ;  and  still  more  few 
Were  those,  who  had  from  him  the  clew 

To  that  dread  vault  to  go. 
Victim  and  executioner 
Were  blindfold  when  transported  there. 
In  low  dark  rounds  the  arches  hung, 
From  the  rude  rock  the  side-walls  sprung ; 
The  grave-stones,  rudely  sculptured  o'er. 
Half  sunk  in  earth,  by  lime  half  wore, 
Were  all  the  pavement  of  the  floor; 
The  mildew  drops  fell  one  by  one, 
With  tinkling  plash,  upon  the  stone. 

Which  served  to  light  this  drear  domain. 
With  damp  and  daikness  seemed  to  strive. 
As  if  it  scarce  might  keep  alive  ; 
And  yet  it  dimly  served  to  show 
The  awful  conclave  met  below. 
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There,  met  to  doom  in  secrecy, 

Were  placed  the  heads  of  convents  three. 

All  servants  of  Saint  Benedict, 

The  statutes  of  whose  order  strict 

On  iron  table  lay  ; 
In  long  block  dreas,  on  seats  of  stone, 
Behind  were  these  three  judges  shown. 

By  the  pale  cresset's  ray: 
The  Abbess  of  Saint  Hilda's  tliere. 
Sate  for  a  space  with  visage  bare, 
Until,  to  hide  her  bosom's  swell. 
And  tear-drops  that  for  pity  feU, 

She  closely  drew  her  veil;    ■ 
Von  shrouded  figure,  as  I  gueas, 
By  her  proud  mien  and  flowing  di'ess, 
Is  Tynemouth's  haughty  Prioress. 

And  she  with  awe  looks  pale : 
And  he,  that  Ancient  Man,  whose  sight 
Has  long  been  quenched  by  age's  nighty 
Upon  whose  wrinkled  brow  itlone, 
Nor  rutli,  nor  mercy's  trace  is  shown. 

Whose  look  is  hard  and  stem, — 
Saint  Cuthhert's  Abbot  is  his  style ; 
For  sanctity  called,  through  the  isle, 

The  Stunt  of  Lindisfarn, 

Before  them  stood  a  guilty  pair; 
But,  though  an  equal  fate  they  share. 
Yet  one  alone  deserves  our  care. 
Her  sex  a  page's  dress  belied : 
The  cloak  and  doublet,  loosely  tied, 
Obscured  her  charms,  but  could  not  hide. 
Her  cap  down  o'er  her  face  she  drew 
And,  on  her  doublet  breast, 
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And  crouch,  like  hoQnd  beneath  Ihe  lash ; 
While  hi3  mufe  partner,  stondang  near, 
Waited  her  doom  without  a  teai 

Yet  well  the  luckless  wretch  might  shriek, 
Well  might  her  paleness  terror  speak! 
Tor  therp  were  seen,  m  that  dark  wall, 
T«o  niches,  narrow,  deep,  and  tall 
Who  enters  at  such  gnesly  door, 
Shan  ne'er,  I  «een,  find  e\it  more 
In  each  a  slender  meil  was  laid, 
Of  roots,  of  watPi,  and  of  breid 
By  each,  in  Benedictine  dress. 
Two  higgard  moults  stood  mctionless  , 
Who,  holding  high  a  blaEing  tcrch, 
Showed  the  grim  entrance  of  the  porch : 
Reflecting  back  the  smoky  beam, 
TJie  dark  led  walls  and  arches  gleam. 
Hewn  stones  and  cement  were  displayed, 
And  building  tools  in  order  laid 

As  men  who  »eie  with  mankind  foea. 
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And  light  came  to  her  eye. 
And  color  dawned  upon  her  cheek, 
A  hectic  and  a  flattered  streak, 
Lilte  that  left  on  the  Cheviot  peak, 

By  Autiimn's  Htormy  sky ; 
And  when  her  silence  broke  at  length, 
Still  as  she  spoke,  she  gathered  strength, 

And  armed  herself  to  hear. 
It  was  a  fearful  sight  U>  see 
Such  high  resolve  and  constancy. 

In  form  so  soft  end  fdr. 
"  I  speak  not  to  implore  your  grace ; 
Well  know  I,  for  one  minute's  space 

Nor  do  I  speak  your  prayers  to  gain ; 
For  if  a  death  of  lingering  pain. 
To  cleanse  my  sins,  be  penance  vain, 

Vain  are  your  masses  too,  — 
I  listened  to  a  traitor's  tale, 
I  left  the  convent  and  the  veil. 
For  three  long  years  I  bowed  my  pride, 
A  horse-boy  in  his  train  to  ride ; 
And  well  my  folly's  meed  he  gave. 
Who  forfeited,  to  be  his  slave. 
All  here,  and  all  beyond  the  grave.— 
He  saw  young  Clara's  face  more  fair, 
He  Imew  her  of  broad  lands  the  heir, 
Forgot  his  vows,  his  faith  forawore. 
And  Constance  was  beloved  no  more.  — 

Tis  an  old  tale,  and  often  told; 
But,  did  my  fate  and  wish  agree, 

Ne'er  had  been  read,  in  story  old. 

Of  maiden  true  betrayed  for  gold, 
That  lovod,  or  was  avenged,  like  mo! 
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This  catiff  Monk,  for  gold,  did  swear. 
He  would  to  Whitby's  ebrine  repair, 
And,  by  his  drugs,  my  rival  fair 

A  saint  in  hearen  should  he. 
But  ill  the  dastard  liept  his  oatli, 
Whose  cowardice  hath  undone  us  both. 

"  And  now  my  tongue  the  secret  tella. 
Not  that  remorse  ray  bosom  swells, 
But  [o  assure  my  soul,  that  none 
Shall  ever  wed  with  Marmioa 
Had  fortune  my  last  hope  betrayed. 
This  pacltet,  to  tlio  king  conveyed, 
Had  given  liiin  to  the  headsman's  stroke, 
Although  my  heart  that  instant  broke. — 
Now,  men  of  death,  work  forth  yoar  will 
For  I  can  suffer,  and  be  still ; 
And  come  he  slow,  or  come  ho  fast. 
It  is  but  death  who  comes  at  laiat. 

"Yet  di-ead  me,  from  my  living-  tomb, 

Ye  vassal  slaves  of  bloody  Rome ! 

If  Marmion's  late  remorse  should  wake. 

Pull  soon  such  vengeance  will  he  take, 

That  you  shall  wish  the  fiery  Dane 

Had  rather  been  your  guest  again. 

Behind,  a  darker  hour  ascends  ! 

The  altars  quake,  the  crosier  beuds, 

The  ire  of  a  despotic  king 

Rides  forth  upon  destruction's  wing ; 

Then  shall  these  vaults,  so  strong  and  deep, 

Burst  open  to  the  sea-winds'  sweep ; 

Some  traveller  then  shall  find  my  bones. 

Whitening  amid  disjointed  stones. 


h,  Google 


And,  ignnwiit  of  priests'  cruelty, 
Mii-vel  sUL.li  relics  here  should  he  " 


F:\ed  "  as  hei  look,  and  stern  her  air , 
Hack  from  litr  ahouldera  streamed  her  hair; 
The  locks,  that  wont  lier  brow  to  shade, 
Stared  up  eiectlj   from  hor  head , 
Hoi  figure  seemed  to  use  more  high 
Ht  lOiLC,  despair's  ivjJJ  energy 
Ha.tl  given  a  tone  of  propbeLj 
Appalled  the  asfonisUed  conchve  site. 
With  stupid  ejes,  the  men  of  fate 
dazed  on  the  light  jnapned  form, 
And  listened  foi  the  avenging  storm , 
The  judges  felt  the  victim's  dread. 
No  hand  "as  moved,  no  word  was  said, 
Till  tJms  the  Abbot's  donm  was  gnen, 
Raiamg  his  sightless  balls  to  heiven   — 
"Slater,  let  thy  sorrows  cease, 
Sinful  brother,  part  m  peace'"  — 

From  that  dira  dungeon,  plai-e  of  doom. 
Of  ctei_ution  too,  and  tomb. 

Paced  tirtli  the  judges  three , 

Sorrow  it  were,  and  shame,  to  tell 

The  bulLher  work  that  there  befeli, 

When  thc\   liad  glided  from  the  cell 

Ot   ,in  and  mi'.en 


\a  hundred  wmdiii^r  nttps  romey 
Tbit  concli\c  to  ths  upper  day. 
But,  ere  they  breatliod  the  fresher  aw. 
They  heard  the  shrieking^  of  despair. 
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And  many  a  sliflod  groan ; 
Witli  speed  their  upward  way  they  take, 
(Such  speed  iis  age  and  fear  can  make,) 
And  croaaed  themselves  for  terror's  sake, 

As  hurrying,  tottering-  on. 
Even  in  the  vesper's  heavenly  tone, 
They  seemed  to  hear  a  dying  groan, 
And  bade  the  paaaing  knell  to  toll 
For  welfare  of  a  parting  souL 
Slow  o'er  tlie  midnight  wave  it  swung, 
Northnmbrian  roclis  in  answer  rung  : 
To  Warkworth  coil  the  echoos  rolled, 
His  beads  tlie  wakeful  hermit  told ; 
The  Bamborough  peasant  raised  his  head, 
But  slept  ere  half  a  prayer  he  said ; 
So  far  was  heard  the  mighty  knell, 
The  stag  sprung  up  on-Cheviot  Fell, 
Spread  his  broad  nostril  to  the  wind. 
Listed  before,  aside,  behind ; 
Then  couched  him  down  beside  the  hind. 
And  quaked  among  the  mountain  fern, 
To  hear  that  sound  so  dull  and  stent 


h,  Google 


INTRODUCTION  TO  CANTO  THIRD. 


Like  April  morning  clouds,  that  pass, 
With  varying  shadow,  o'er  the  grass. 
And  imitate,  on  field  and  furrow. 
Life's  checkered  scene  of  joy  and  eorro 
Like  streamlet  of  the  mouutain  north, 
Now  in  a  torrent  racing'  forth. 
Now  winding  slow  its  silver  train, 
And  almost  slumbering  on  the  plains 
Lilte  breezes  of  the  autumn  day. 
Whose  voice  inconstant  dies  away, 
And  ever  swells  agiun  as  fast, 
When  the  ear  deems  its  murmur  past; 


Thus 


theme 


dream. 


Plits,  winds,  or  ainlt: 

Yet  pleased,  our  eye  pursues  the  trace 

Of  Light  and  Shade's  inconstant  race ; 

Pleased,  views  the  rinilet  afar. 

Weaving  its  maze  irrsgular; 

And  pleased,  we  listen  as  the  breeze 

Heaves  its  wild  sigh  through  Autumn  tre 

Then  wild  as  cloud,  or  stream,  or  gale. 

Plow  on,  flow  unconfined,  my  tale. 


Need  I  to  thee,  dear  Krskinc,  toll, 

I  love  the  license  all  too  well, 

In  sound  now  lowly,  and  now  strong, 

To  raise  the  desultory  song?  — 

Oft,  when  mid  such  capricious  chime, 

Some  transient  fit  of  loftier  rhyme, 
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To  thy  kind  judgment  seemed  escuse 

For  many  an  error  of  the  muse ; 

Oft  haat  thou  aaid,  "  IF  still  miHspent, 

Thine  hours  to  poelry  are  lent. 

Go,  and  to  tame  thy  waiidermg  course, 

Quaff  from  the  fountain  at  the  source ; 

Approach  tJiose  mastei-s,  o'er  whose  tomb 

Immortal  laurels  ever  bloom : 

Instructive  of  the  feebler  bard, 

Still  from  the  grave  their  voice  is  heard ; 

Prom  them,  and  from  the  paths  tliey  ehov/ed, 

Choose  honored  guide  and  practised  road ; 

Nor  ramble  on  through  brake  njid  maze, 

With  harpers  rude,  of  barbarous  days 


"  Or  deem'st  thou  not  our  later  time 
Yields  topic  meet  for  classic  rhyme  ? 
Hast  thou  no  elegaic  verse 
For  Brunswick's  venerable  hearse  P 
What !  not  a  line,  a  tear,  a  sigh, 
When  valor  bleeds  for  liberty  ?  — 
Oh,  hero  of  that  glorious  time. 
When,  with  unrivalled  light  sublime,  — 
Through  martial  Austria,  and  through  all 
The  might  of  Russia  and  the  Gaul, 
Though  banded  Europe  stood  her  foea  — 
The  star  of  Bradenburgh  arose, 
Thou  could'st  not  live  to  see  her  beam 
For  ever  quenched  in  Jena's  stream. 
Lamented  chief!  — it  was  not  given 
To  thee  to  change  the  doom  of  heaven, 
And  crush  that  dragon  in  his  birth, 
Predestined  scourge  of  guilty  earth. 
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"  Or  of  the  Eed-Crosa  hero  teach, 

Dauntless  in  dungeon  aa  on  breach; 

Alike  to  him  the  aea,  the  shore, 

The  brand,  the  bridle,  or  the  oar ; 

Alike  to  him  the  war  that  calls 

Its  votai'ies  to  the  shattered  walls, 

Which  fha  grim  Turk  besmeared  with  blood, 

AgwDst  the  Invincible  made  good; 

Or  that,  whose  thundering  voice  could  walie 

The  silence  of  the  polar  lake. 

When  stubborn  Russ,  and  metaled  Swede, 

On  the  warped  wave  tlieir  death-game  played; 
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Of   torayers    who    with  headloig  force 

Down  fram  that  strength  had  tpu   pd  their Sioiae^ 

Tl  eit  southprn  rapine  to  renew 

Far  in  the  distant  Cheviots  blup 

And   home  returning   filled  the  hall 

With  tuvel,  Vk  assaii  rout,  and  brawl  — 

Methought  that  still  with  tramp  and  clang 

The  ^ate-wiys  broken  archee  lang 

Mcthought  grim  features   seamed  witli  scars, 

Glared  through  the  window  a   rusty  bars. 
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Still,  with  vain  fondness,  could  I  trace 

Anew,  each  kind  familiar  face. 

That  brightened  at  our  evening  fire  ; 

From  the  thatched  mansion's  gray-haired  Sire, 

Wise  without  learning  plain  and  good, 

And  sprung  of  Scotland's  gentler  blood; 

Whose  eye  in  age,  quick,  clear,  and  keen, 

Showed  what  in  youth  its  glance  had  been; 

Whose  doom  discording  neighboi's  sought. 

Content  with  equity  unbought ; 

To  him  the  venerable  Priest, 

Our  frequent  and  familiar  guest. 

Whose  life  and  manners  well  could  paint 

Alike  the  student  and  the  saint; 

Alas!  whose  speecli  too  oft  I  broke 

With  gambol  rude  and  timeless  joke 
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For  I  WHS  wayward,  bold,  and  wild, 
A  self-willed  imp,  a  grandame's  child ; 
But  half  ft  plague,  and  half  a  jest, 
Was  stJII  endured,  beloved,  oareat 

Prom  me,  thus  nurtured,  dost  thou  aak 
The  classic  poet's  well-conned  task  ? 
Nay,  Erakine,  nay  —  on  the  wild  hill 
Let  the  wild  heathbell  flourish  still ; 
Cherish  the  tulip,  prune  Iho  vine, 
But  freely  let  the  woodbine  twine, 
And  leave  untrimmed  the  eg-lantine; 
Nay,  my  friend,  nay  —  since  oft  thy  praiae 
Hath  given  fresh  vigor  to  my  lays, 
Since  ofl  thy  judgment  could  refine 
My  flattered  thought,  or  cumbrous  line, 
Still  kind,  aa  ia  thy  wont,  aUend, 
And  in  the  minstrel  spare  the  friend. 
Though  wild  as  cloud,  as  streams,  as  galo. 
Flow  forth,  flow  umestrained,  my  tale ! 
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Soon  by  the  chimney's  merry  blaae, 
Through  the  rudo  hostel  might  you  gasa; 
Might  see,  where,  in  dark  nook  alooT, 
The  rafters  of  the  sooty  roof 

Bore  wealth  of  winter  choer: 
Of  seei-fowl  dried,  and  aolands  store, 
And  gammons  of  the  tusky  boar. 

And  savory  haunch  of  deer. 
The  chimney  arch  projected  wide ; 
Above,  around  it,  and  beside, 

Were  tools  for  housewives'  hand; 
Nor  wanted,  in  that  mtirtial  day, 
The  implements  of  Scottish  fray. 

The  huclder,  lance,  and  brand. 
Beneath  its  shade,  the  place  of  state, 
On  oaten  settle  Marmion  sate. 
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tut  not  lor  that,  though  moiP  than  once 
^ull  met  their  otPrn  encoontermg  glance, 
Thp  Palmer's  vi'^age  fell 
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By  fits  leas  frequent  from  (Jie  cwivd 
Was  heard  the  biirst  of  laughter  loud ; 
For  'still,  as  squire  anil  archer  stared 
On  that  dark  face  and  matted  beard. 

Their  glee  and  game  declined. 
All  gazed  at  length  in  silence  drear, 
Unbroke,  save  when  in  comrade's  ear 
Some  yeoman,  wondering  in  hia  fear, 

Thus  whispered  forth  his  mind:  — 
"  Saint  Mary !  saw'st  thou  e'er  auch  sight  I 
How  pule  his  cheelt,  his  eye  how  briglit, 
Whene'er  the  fire-brand's  fickle  light 

Glances  beneath  his  cowl! 
Full  on  our  Lord  he  sets  hia  eye; 
For  hia  best  palfrey,  would  not  I 

Endure  that  sullen  scowl."  — 

But  Marmion,  as  to  chose  the  awe 
Which  thus  had  quelled  their  hearta,  wJio  ebtj 
The  ever-varying  fire-light  show 
That  figure  stem  and  face  of  wo, 

Now  called  rpon  a  eqavte   — 
"  Pitz  Eustace,  kno«'st  thou  not  some  Ity, 
To  speed  the  Imgenng  ni^ht  away  ' 

We  slumber  by  the  hre"  — 

"So  plense  you,"  thus  the  youth  rejomed, 
"Our  choiceot  minstrel's  left  hehmd 
11!  may  we  hope  to  please  vour  ear. 
Accustomed  Cinstiint's  sttams  to  hear 
The  harp  fall  dofUy  cin  he  atrilie. 
And  wake   Jie  lover's  lute  alike , 
To  dear  Saint  Valentine,  no  thrusli 
Sings  livpher  from  a  spring  tide  hush 
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Where,  through  groves  deep  and  high. 

Sounds  the  far  billow, 
Where  early  violets  die. 

Under  the  willow. 


EUu  loro    &H.      Soft  shall  bp  his  pillow 

Therp    through  tlie  aimrner  day, 

C  lol  strpama  me  IJiing, 
There,  while  the  tempests  sway, 

"Scarce  are  bougha  waving, 
Thore,  thy  reot  ahalt  thou  take, 

Parted  lor  eier, 
Never  again  to  nake. 

Never,  O  nevor. 


Eleu  hro,  &.C.     Never,  O  never. 

Where  shall  the  traitor  rest, 

He,  the  deceiver, 
Who  could  win  maiden's  breaa 

Ruin,  and  leave  her? 
In  the  lost  battle. 

Borne  down  by  the  flying. 
Where  mingles  war's  rattle, 

With  groans  of  the  dying- 


Efeu  loro,  &c.     There  shall  he  be  lying. 
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Her  wing  shall  the  eagle  flap, 

O'er  the  falao-hearted ; 
His  warm  blood  the  wolf  shall  lap, 

Ere  life  be  parted. 
Sfaune  and  dishonor  air. 

By  his  grave  ever : 
Bleasing  shall  hallow  it,  — 

Never,  O  never. 


Eleu  loro,  &.C.     Never,  O  never. 

it  ceased,  the  melancholy  sound. 
And  silence  sunk  on  all  around 
The  iir  waa  sid ,  but  Bidder  still 

It  fell  on  Marraion'a  ear, 
And  plained  as  if  disgrace  and  ill, 

And  shameful  ili-ath   were  near 
He  drew  his  mantlo  past  hw  face, 

BetBeL.n  it  inl  the  band, 
And  restPd  with  his  head  a  space, 
Reclmmg  on  his  hand 
Hia  thoughts  I  Ecin  not    but  I  ween, 
That,  could  their  import  have  been  seen, 
The  meane'jt  groom  in  oi!  the  hall. 
That  e'er  tied  couiser  to  a  stall 
Would  ocarce  haie  iiished  to  be  tli^ir  proy 
For  Lutterward  and  Fontenave 

Uigh  miuds,  of  native  pride  and  force. 
Moat  deeply  feel  thy  pangs    Remorse ' 
Peir  for  their  scourffe,  mean  villains  haTe, 
Thou  art  the  tortmer  of  the  brave 


h,  Google 


Yet  fatal  strength  they  boast  U>  steel 
Their  minds  to  bear  the  wounds  they  fee] 
Even  while  tliey  writlie  beneath  the  smart 
Of  civil  conflict  in  the  heart. 
For  soon  Lord  Marmion  raised  his  head. 
And,  smiling:,  to  Fitz-Eiiatace  said  :  — 
"Is  it  not  strangle,  that,  as  ye  sung, 
Seemed  in  mino  ear  a  death-peal  rang. 
Such  as  in  nunneries  they  toll 
For  some  departing  sister's  soul? 

Say,  what  may  this  portend?" 
Then  first  tlie  Palmer  silence  broke, 
(The  livelong  day  he  had  not  spoke,) 

"  The  death  of  ii  dear  friend." 


Marmion,  whose  steady  heart  and  eye 
Ne'er  changed  in  worst  extremity ; 
Marmion,  whose  soul  could  scantly  brook, 
Even  from  his  king,  a  haughty  look ; 
Whose  accent  of  command  controlled, 
In  camps  the  boldest  of  the  bold  — 
Thought,  look,  and  ntterance,  failed  him  now, 
Fallen  was  his  glance,  and  flushed  his  brow; 

For  either  in  the  tone. 
Or  something  in  the  Palmer's  look. 
So  fufl  upon  his  conscience  strook. 

That  answer  he  found  none. 
Thus  ofl:  it  hapa,  that  when  within 
They  shrink  at  sense  of  secret  sin, 

A  feather  daunts  the  brave ; 
A  fool's  wild  speech  confounds  the  wise. 
And  proudest  princes  veil  their  eyes 

Before  their  meanest  slave. 


h,  Google 


Well  might  he  falter! — by  his  aid 

Was  Constajice  Bevarly  betrayed ; 

Not  thai  he  augured  of  the  doom, 

Which  on  the  living  closed  the  tomb, 

But  tired  to  hear  the  desperate  maid 

Threaten  by  l«ma,  beseech,  upbraid; 

And  wroth,  because,  in  wild  despair, 

She  practiced  on  the  life  of  Clare ; 

Its  fugitive  the  churcli  he  gave, 

Thoogli  not  a  victim,  but  a  slave  ; 

And  deemed  restraint  in  convent  strange. 

Would  hide  her  wrongs,  and  her  revenge  ; 

Himself,  proud  Henry's  favorite  peer. 

Held  Romish  thunders  idle  fear. 

Secure  his  pardon  he  might  hold, 

For  some  slight  mulct  of  penance-gold. 

Thus  judging,  he  gave  secret  way. 

When  the  stem  priests  surprised  their  prey; 

Hia  train  but  deemed  the  favorite  page 

Was  left  behind,  to  spare  his  age ; 

Or  otlier  if  they  deemed,  none  dared 

To  mutter  what  he  thought  and  heard  ■ 

Wo  to  the  vassal,  who  durst  pry 

Into  Lord  Marmion'a  privacy ! 


c  slept  — he  deemed  her  well. 
And  safe  secured  in  distant  cell ; 
But  wakened  by  her  favorite  lay, 
And  that  strange  Palmer's  boding  say, 
That  fell  so  ominous  and  drear, 
Fidl  on  the  object  of  hia  fear, 
To  aid  remorse's  venomed  throes. 
Dark  tales  of  convent  vengeance  rose ; 
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And  Constant-c,  late  betrayed  and  scor 
All  lonely  on  his  soul  letunied, 
Loiely  as  when,  at  treacherous  call, 
She  left  her  convent's  peaceful  wall, 
CrimsouPd  witli  ah^me,  with  terror  mui 
Dreading  alike  escape,  pursuit, 
Till  love,  victonous  o'er  alarmi. 
Hid  fears  and  blushe"?  in  his  imi= 


s!"  he  thought,  "hoiv  changed  Uiat  mien 
h    g  d  th       t     d  !    k    1        been. 
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If  k    ght  I  k      I      dp         t  ar 
Not  far  from  hence-  —  if  fathers  olt 
Arght  o     li  let  le^e  d  told    — 
rh  se  b  oken     o  Js  tl  e  me    als   no' 
(For  raarvela    till  the  vulgM  lo  e ) 
And    Ma  ra  on  g  v  ng  1    e  i>e  cold 
H  9  tale  ti  e  host  thu    ^ladlv  t  Id 


"A  clerk  could  toll  what  years  have  flown 
Since  Alexander  filled  our  throne, 
(Third  monai-di  of  that  warlike  name,) 
And  eke  the  time  when  here  he  came 
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Who  labored  under  Hugo's  ^pcU, 
Sounded  aa  loud  as  oceaji's  war, 
Among  the  caserns  of   Dunbar 

"The  king  Lord  Gifford^  cistli-  sought, 
Deep-ldboring  "ith  uncprto-in  thought : 
Even  then  he  mustered  all  hi3  host, 
To  meet  upon  the  western  coast , 
For  NorBB  and  Danish  galleys  plied 
Then  o'u-s  withui  the  Firth  ot   Cljde. 
There  floated  Haco'a  banner  trim, 

Ahoie  Norwevan  wamois  grim, 
SaiagL  of  heart,  and  large  of  limb 
Threatenmg  both  i,ontinent  and  isle, 

Bute,  Arran,  Cunninghame,  and  Kyle. 

Lord  Gifford,  deep  beneath  the  ground, 

Heard  Alexander's  bugle  -lound. 
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And  lairied  not  his  gai-b  to  change, 

But,  in  his  wizard  habit  strange. 

Came  forth,  —  a  quaint  and  fearful  sight! 

His  mantle  lined  with  fox^kins  white; 

His  high  and  wrinkled  forehead  bore 

A  pointed  cap,  such  as  of  yore 

Clerlrs  say  that  Pharaoh's  Magi  wore ; 

His  shoes  were  marked  with  cross  and  3[ 

Upon  his  breast  a  petitacle  ; 

His  zone,  of  virgin  parchment  thin, 

Or,  as  some  tell,  of  dead  men's  skin, 
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Couch  then  thj   hncp,  and  opui  thj   ste& 
Upon  him'  and  Samt  George  to  speed! 
If  hp  go  do«ii,  tJiou  soon  shalt  know 
Whate'eL  these  airy  sprites  can  ■'how ;  ~ 
If  thy  heart  lai!  th^e  in  the  atlife, 
I  am  no  n arrant  tor  thj  life'  — 


"Soon  aa  the  midnight  bell  did  ring. 

Alone,  and  anned,  rode  forth  the  king 

To  that  old  camp's  deserted  round :  — 

Sir  Knight,  you  well  might  marfe  the  moiuwt, 

Left  hand  the  town, — the  Pictish  race 

The  ti'ench,  long  since,  in  blood  did  Irace ; 

The  moor  around  ia  brown  and  bare. 

The  space  within  ia  green  and  fair. 

The  spot  our  village  cliildren  know. 

For  there  the  earliest  wild-flowers  grow  ; 

But  wo  betide  the  wandering  wight, 

That  b'eads  ita  circle  in  the  night! 

The  breadtli  across,  a  bowshot  clear, 

Gives  ample  apace  for  full  caieer; 

Opposed  to  the  four  points  of  heaven. 

By  four  deep  gaps  ia  entrance  given. 

The  southermost  our  monarch  paat, 

Halted,  and  blew  a  gallant  blast; 

And  on  the  north,  within  the  ring, 

Appeared  the  form  of  Engiand'a  king; 

Who  then  a  thousand  leagues  afkr. 

In  Paleatine  waged  holy  war: 

Yet  arms  like  P^ngland's  did  he  wield, 

Alike  the  leopards  in  tlie  shield. 

Alike  his  Syrian  courser's  frame. 

The  rider's  length  of  limb  the  same ; 
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Long  afto   va  la  d  d  Scotlan  1  know 
Fell  Ed       d      a    he     leidl  e  t  foe 

The     a  o       ade  o  r  no  arch  start, 
B  t  soon  he  n  a  ned  h  s  noble  1  eart 
Anl        tie  fiat  ca  gpr  Uey  ran 
Thf  Blfi     Knght  fell  ho-se  and      an 
let  did  fi    pi    t  r  of  hs  k  ce 
Tl   ougl    AlPxande  a  v  sor  glance 
\  d   uae  1  tl  e  sk     —  a  punj   wound 
ri  c  k  ng   1  ght  leap    g  to  the  g  ou  d 
W  th  naked  blad     h  s  phajito      foe 
Co  npelled  the  fut  r      va    to  Rhon 
Of  Ld  gs  he  saw  the  glo   oua  piun 
Whe  e  St  II  g  gTi  t  c  bones  ren  a  n 

M   no   al  ot   the  Dan  si       ar 
H  maelf  he  sa      an  d  the  field 
On  h  gh  I  s  bi-i  d  si  Pd  wa   axe  w  eld, 
And  at   k    pod  Hac    fto  n  be  car, 
Wh  le    nil  around  the  ahadowj   k  nga 
Denmark  a  grim  ravens  ^jwcreltle    winj 
'Tia  aaid,  that,  in  that  awful  night, 
Remoter  viaiona  met  his  sight, 
Fore-sliowing'  fiiture  conquests  far. 
When  our  sons'  sons  wage  northern  war  j 
A  royal  city,  tower  and  spire, 
Reddened  the  midnight  sky  with  fire  ; 
And  shouting  crewa  her  navy  bore, 
Triumphant,  to  the  victor  shore. 
Such  signs  may  learned  clerks  explain, 
They  paaa  the  wit  of  simple  swain. 

"  The  joyful  king  tamed  home  agwn, 
Headed  his  host,  and  quelled  the  Dane ; 
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Apail,  and  nestling  in  the  liay 
Of  a  waste  loft,  Pitz-Euatace  lay ; 
Scarce,  by  the  pile  moonlight,  were  seen 
The  foldings  of  his  mantle  green: 
Lightly  he  dreamt,  as  youtli  will  dream, 
Of  sport  by  thicket,  or  by  stroam. 
Of  hawk  or  hound,  of  ring  or  glove. 
Or,  lighter  yet,  of  lady's  love. 


A  cautious  tread  his  slumber  broke. 
And,  close  beside  him,  when  he  woke, 
In  moonbeam  iialf,  and  half  b  gloom. 
Stood  a  tall  form,  with  nodding  pldme : 
But,  ere  his  dagger  Eustace  drew. 
His  master  Macmion's  voice  he  luiew. 


—  "  Fitz-Eustaco !  rise,  —  I  cannot  rest; 
Von  churl's  wild  legend  haunts  ray  breast. 
And  graver  thoughts  have  cha.fed  my  mood ; 
The  air  must  cool  my  feverish  blood ; 
And  fain  would  I  ride  fortli,  to  see 
The  scene  of  eliin  chivalry. 
Arise,  and  saddle  me  my  steed ; 
And  gentle  Eustace,  take  good  heed 
Thou  dost  not  rouse  these  di'owsy  slaves  ; 
I  would  not,  that  the  prating  luiavcs 
Had  cause  for  saying,  o'er  their  ale, 
That  I  could  credit  such  a  tale."  — 
Then  softly  down  the  steps  they  slid, 
Eustace  the  stable  door  undid, 
And,  dariding,  Marmion's  steed  arrayed. 
While,  whispering,  thus  the  Baron  said:  — 
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unfix  the  strongest  mind; 
Wearied  from  doubt  to  doubt  to  llee, 
We  welcome  fond  credulity, 

Guide  confldent,  though  blind. 

Ijtile  for  this  Pita-Eustace  cared. 
But,  patient,  waited  till  hs  heard. 

At  distance,  priclied  to  utmost  speed, 
The  foot-tramp  of  a  flying  steed. 

Come  towiiwnrd  rushing  on; 
First,  dead,  as  if  on  turf  it  li'od. 
Then  clattering  on  the  village  roaa,— 
In  other  pace  than  forth  he  yode, 
Returned  Lord  Marmion. 
Down  hastily  he  sprung  from  sello. 
And,  in  his  haste,  well  nigh  he  foil; 
To  the  Bquire's  hand  the  tein  he  threw, 
And  spoke  no  word  as  ho  withdrew; 
But  yet  the  moonlight  did  betray, 
The  falcon  crest  was  soiled  with  clay  , 
And  plainly  miglit  Fitz-Bustace  see. 
By  stains  upon  the  charger's  knee. 
And  his  left  side,  that  on  the  moor 
He  had  not  kept  his  footing-  sure. 
Long  musing  on  these  wondrous  signs, 
At  length  to  rest  the  squire  reclines, 
Broken  and  sliort ;  for  still,  between, 
Would  dreams  of  terror  intervene: 
Eustace  did  ne'er  so  blithely  mark 
Tlie  iirst  notes  of  tho  morning  lark 
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When  doing  nauglit,  —  and,  to  speak  true, 
Not  anxious  to  find  aught  to  do, — 
The  wild  unbounded  hills  we  ranged, 
While  oft  our  talk  its  topic  changed, 
And  desultory,  as  our  way, 
Ranged  unconlined  fi-om  grave  to  gay. 
Even  when  it  flagged,  aa  oft  will  chance, 
No  effort  made  to  break  its  trance. 
We  could  right  pleasantly  pursue 
Our  sports  in  social  silence  too. 
Thou  gravely  laboiing  to  portray 
The  blighted  oak's  fantastic  spray; 
I  spelling  o'er,  with  much  delight. 
The  legend  of  tlmt  antique  kuight, 
Tirante  by  name,  ycleped  the  White. 
At  either's  feet  a  trusty  squire, 
Pandour  and  Camp,  with  eyes  of  fire, 
Jealous,  each  other's  motions  viewed. 
And  scarce  suppressed  their  ancient  feud. 
The  laverock  whistled  from  the  oloud; 
The  stream  was  lively,  hut  not  loud ; 
From  the  white-thorn  the  May-flower  shed 
lis  dewy  fragrance  round  our  head ; 
Not  Ariel  lived  moro  merrily 
Under  the  blossomed  bough,  than  we. 

And  blithesome  nights,  too,  have  been  ours, 
When  Winter  stript  the  summer's  bowers; 
Careless  we  heard,  what  now  I  hear, 
The  wild  blast  sighing  deep  and  drear, 
When  fires  were  bright,  and  lamps  beamed  gay, 
And  ladies  tuned  tlie  lovely  lay ; 
And  he  was  held  a  laggard  soul. 
Who  shunned  to  quaff  the  sparkling  bowl. 
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Then  h       1  ose    b  enco     e  deplore 
Who  IjiPatl  es  t]  e  ^ilea  of   De  o       shore, 
Th    1  n        m   sefl    bewa  1  d  the  it  o  e 

A  d  th        a.  d  I   and  dpa   loved  R 

And  one      hose  na  ne  I       y     ot  a  j  — 

Fo     ot  Mmosaa  t  nder  t  eo 

Slir  nits  soo  e    from  ti  e  touch  than  he  — 

In   nerry  cho  us     ell  combined, 

W  ti    1  u  1 1      d  own  the    vh  sti    g  wind. 

Mrtl       aa      thnsiCa'ew  thout 

M  o-ht  gn       he    nail    to  hear  our  shout 

N  t  but  a     d  die  b  -lom  scene 

So    e  ff      e  dscDU'se  might  intervene  — 

Of  the  (rood  i    se  th^t  bore  him  best, 

H  a  shoulde     hoot   a  id  arching  crest : 

For   Ike  n ad  Torr  s   our  chiefest  care, 

W  a    horae  to     de   and  weapon  wear. 

Su'h  mo-hte  we've  had'  and   though  the  game 

Of  lib  b      ta 

A  d  th       h  th    ii  Id  d  y         th     d   II 

S         1  p    t    t  —  y  t    till 

Shy        t  p    t      h 

Th      p  ghtly  th      ht       p  y    tra  n ; 
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CANTO  FOURTH. 


Eustace    I    i  d   d  d  bl  ti   ly      ar] 
Tl  e  firbt  notP"  ot   fhe  n  p   v  1j  !• 
Ihe  lark  sun^  shrll    tie  cock  he  crew 
\  J  louJly  Marn  o   a  b  gle  blew 
Ani    wti    tipr  Iglt  B   ]  lvel>   call 
B  ought  groo      and  yeo  lan  to  the  stall 
Whistlng  tley  c      p   and  Iree  of  leart; 

B  C  soo     the  r      ood  was  cha  igod 
Conplant   van  heard  on  e  erv  par 
Of  snmeth  ng  d    a  ranged 
So  ne  clan  o  ed  loud  for  am  or  lost 
Sone  bra   led  and       aoglfd    v  th  the  hoat; 

By  Bpckette  bones"  cred  one      I  fea.r 
Thit  so    e  f  Ise  Scot  I  as  stolen  n  j   spear  I '  — 
^ounu-  Bl     n     Lord  Mannona  seco  d  squire, 
Pound  h sated      et     ithsyeatani    nre; 
Altl  ougl    tl  e  rated  i  o  se  boy  a    are 
Loat      git  he  dressed  hm  eleek  and  fair. 
Wl  le  chafe  1  tl  e  impat  ent  sq    re  like  thunder, 
Old  Hubert  ahouL     n  tear  a  d      onder  — 

Help   j^entle  Bio  nt     hnlp   comrades  all! 
Be    a  1  es   ly  n^        Is  ataU 
To  Ma  -m    n      i  o  the  pi  g!  t  dare  tell 
Ol    he  good  steed  1»  loves  bo   t'ell'"-— 
Gap  ng  fo    lea    and    uti     ti  ey  ™ 
Th     charger  panfj  g  on  1  a  straw 
T 11  on        1  o      u  Id  se  "ot   cr  ed  — 

"What  else  but  p    1    oull  be  de 
With  tHt  cur  pd  Pal    er  fo    our  gude  = 
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Better  we  had  through  mire  and  buah 
Been  knthorn-Ied  by  Friar  Rash." 

FitK-Eustaec,  who  the  cause  but  guessed, 

Nor  wholly  understood, 
His  comrades'  clamorous  plaints  suppressed  ; 

He  knew  Lord  Marraion's  mood. 
Him,  ere  he  issued  forth,  he  sought. 
And  found  deep  plunged  iu  gloomy  thought, 

And  did  his  tale  display 
Simply,  aa  if  he  knew  of  naught 

To  cause  such  disarray. 
Lord  Marinion  gave  attention  cold, 
Nor  marvelled  at  the  wonders  told,  — 
Passed  them  as  accidents  of  course, 
And  bade  hie  clarions  sound  to  horse. 

Young  Henry  Blount,  meanwhile,  the  cost 
Had  reckoned  with  their  Scottish  host; 
And,  as  the  charge  he  cast  and  piud, 
"  111  thou  deserv'st  thy  hire,"  he  said  ; 

"Dost  see,  thou  knave,  my  horse's  plight? 

Fairies  have  ridden  him  all  the  night, 
And  left  him  in  a  foam! 
I  trust,  that  soon  a  conjuring  band. 
With  English  cross  and  blazing  brand, 
Shall  drive  the  devils  from  this  land. 

To  their  infernal  home: 
For  in  this  haunted  den,  I  trow. 
All  night  they  Sampled  to  and  fra"  — 
The  laughing  host  looked  on  the  hire, — 
"  Gramercy,  gentle  southern  squire. 
And  if  thou  cora'st  among  tlic  rest. 
With  Scottish  broadsword  to  be  blest. 
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Ph     P  Im       1    w        f  rth  th 
Th  y  J  )   d    11  tl      m 


rh     gr        w    d       y  m    tl        d  good, 

Thr     ^hll      b  d  th        h  S  Ito  ns  wood; 

A  forest  glade,  which,  vaijm„  atiU, 

Here  gave  a  view  ot   iklo  and  lull , 

There  niifOBcr  closed,  tdl  ovpi  head 

A  vaulted  screen  the  branches  made, 

"A  pleTBint  path,"  Fitz  Eustace  said, 

"Such  aa  where  errant  knights  might  see 

Ad\enturcs  of  high  chivalry, 

Might  meet  some.  dj.inae!  flying  fist. 

With  hair  unbound,  and  looks  aghast. 

And  smooth  and  level  course  were  here, 

In  hor  defence  to  break  a  spear 

Here,  too,  aio  twilight  nooks  and  dells ; 

And  oft,  in  such,  the  storv  tells, 

The  damsel  kind,  from  dinger  freed, 

Did  grateful  paj   her  chamjnon't.  ran.d"  — 

He  spol  p  to  uheer  Lord  Marmion's  mind ; 

Perchiince  to  show  his  lore  designed  ; 
For  Eustace  much  hid  pored 

Upon  a  huge  romantic  tome 

In  thf  hill  window  of  his  home, 

Imprinted  at  the  antique  dome 
Of  Caxton  or  De  Worde 

Therefore  he  spoke,  —  but  spoke  in  vt^n 

For  Maimion  nnawPred  nauccht  acain. 
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N           d  I       d   tai  t  tr  mp  ts    1    11 

I         t      pi         d  by  w     1       d  h  11 

W       I      d  t       h    f 

Ehredy        I       grpdhb 

Btbtifl         1             Uykw 

Th  y  b     tl   d        p     t    f  w 

\   t        t           «        f               Id 

L    a  M                    d        peeda  tl      b  Dd, 

^          p      gro    d  t 

Ad      Bi         flgSdtly      d 

Wh      tl            trees     ei-  d    g     h  w  d 

A  littl    w    dl    d  pi  in 

J    t       tl  t    d      t  geo      gl  d 

Th    halti  g  t     p      1       h  d  m  il 

A    f  rth  f   m  th      pposin      h  d 

Id          Jl     t  t 

P     t     Tu      th    t       p  ts      t  wh          lang 

S    1  t    Ih    f       t      h          SI 

Op           gtdthyfn      Ij      eei, 

VI  tl       irl  t         tl                      t 

Ehthtmp       bnn 

Wh   1   S    tl    d        V  1       t  h        bore ; 

H      li       d  p               t     by      m 

B  t     I  I  y   M      h          t   R  th    y       me, 

I    pa    t  d  t  b    d     p      dlr    h 

r  1      A       t,  0        d  A    re    1  wing. 

\tt     d     t            K         tar 

Wh        !      d  tl                  1  tru     h         held, 

TltfdlUlhdft      qUd 

VH            Id    t    ta     1    m 

He  was  a  man  of  middle  age; 

In  aapect  manly,  grave,  and  sage. 
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and  crest, 

Emti     d 
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und 

Th     d    bl    t  ght  you  see 

r  rat  by   4  I  b 

T]     U    tl  1  th     fl       d    Us, 

And  g  11    t     ni      n. 
So  b   ^ht  th     k  1^  n  1  coat, 

Th  t  sc  fh     d  zzl  d    y     could  nolo. 

In  living  colors,  blazoned  hrave. 
The  Lion,  which  his  title  gave. 
A  train,  which  well  beseemed  hia  state. 
Bat  all  nnarmed,  around  him  wait. 

Still  ia  thy  name  in  high  account, 
And  still  thy  verse  has  charms, 

Sir  David  Lindesay  of  the  Mount, 
Lord  Lion  King-at-arms ! 

Down  from  his  horse  did  Marmion  spring. 
Soon  as  he  saw  the  Lion-King ; 
For  well  the  stately  Baron  knew. 
To  him  such  courtesy  was  due 
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Still  risPB  ummpaiied,  bp|o>v 
The  court  yard'i  graceful  portico , 
Above  its  cormue   row  ind  rn« 
Of  fair  he»ii  facets  nchly  show 

Their  pointPci  dninond  form, 
Thoagh  there  but  houseleao  cattle  go 

To  shield  thnm  from  the  storm 
And   shudclerm^   ■Jtili  mij    Ke  oxploro, 

Wheio  ott  iihiloQie  were  capites  pent. 
The  darkness  of  thv   Massy  More , 

Or,  from  tliy  grusigroHn  battlement, 
May  trace    in  undiilatmg  line, 
The  sluggish  mazes  ot   the  Tyiie 


Another  aspect  rnBhtoun  showed, 

^s  through  its  porta!  Marinion  rode , 

But  ytt   twas  i  lelaiicholv   state 

Recened  him  at  tlie  outer  gate 

Tor  none  were  in  the  eoatk  then 

But  Homen   boj--    <r  aged   nen 

With  eyes  scai^e  dried   the  sorrowing  dame. 

To  welcone  nDble  Marmion   cime, 

Her  son    i  stiipling  Cwehe  jfirs  old 

Proftered  the  Barons  rein  to  hold 

For  each  rain,  tlut  could  d  au   a  sword. 

Had  inarched  that  I  lacning  «ith  their  lord. 

Earl  Adam  Hepburn,  ^ — hi,  who  died 

On  Plodden,  by  liis  sovereign's  side. 

Long  may  his  Lady  iooli  in  vajn ! 

She  ne'er  shall  see  his  gallant  train 

Come  sweeping  back  through  Crichtoun-Deats, 

Twas  a  brave  race,  before  the  name 

Of  hated  Bothwe!!  Etnined  tlieir  fame- 
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And  here  two  days  did  Marraioii  rest. 
With  every  rite  that  honor  claims. 

Attended  as  the  king's  own  guest, — 
S    h  tl  d    f       al  Jamea ; 

W\  h  II  d  tl        I      I      la  army, 
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Ot  nil  the  pnioces  so  foii 
Built  for  the  roy^  dwelhng', 
in  Scotland   fir  beyond  compare 
Linhthgow  is  excelling 
And  in  ita  park   in  joMal  June, 
How  s  Tpet  the   nPr  v  linnet  a  tune, 

How  blithe  the  blackbird  s  lay  ' 
fh         Id  b     k  b  11    f   m  t      y  b    k 
Tl  t  (1  y         th     I  k 

Tl         dd    t  h  art         ht  pi  t  k 


aJl 


B  t  J 


y 


11  th     y 


"  When  lust  this  rutbfiil  montli  was  come. 
And  in  Liinlithgow's  holy  dome 

The  King,  ss  wont,  waa  praying; 
While  for  his  royal  father's  aoul 
The  cliaunter'a  sang,  the  bells  did  toil, 

The  Bishop  mass  was  saying  — 
For  now  the  year  brought  round  again 
The  day  the  luckless  king  waa  slain  — 
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In  katha   nes  a  ale  the     on  rcl    knott, 
W  til  sackcloth  ah  rt,  a  d    m     belt 
And  eyes  with  bo   ow  stream  ng 
Arou  d  i  Q  the  r  stalls  of  state 

The  Th  stle  s  Kmgl  t  Ton  panions  sate, 

The  r  banners  oer  them  bean  ng 
1  too  vas  there  and  sooth  to  tell 
Bedeafened  th  the  jangl  ng  k  ell 
Was  watch  ng    vhere  the  tu  beams  fell, 

Through  tl  e  sta  ned  caaen  ent  gloamin| 
But   wh  le  I  marked     hat  next  befell, 
It  a  e    pd  as  I      ere  dream    g 
Stepped  f  o  n  the  crowd  a  ghostly    v  ght. 
In  azure  go  vn   w  Ih  c  net  re    vl  te 
H  t.  fo  ehe   i  bald   h  s  head      at,  lare 
Down  h  ng  at  length  !  a  jellow  har  — 
No       no  k  n  e  1  ot,    vl  en,  good  mj   Lord, 
I  pledge  tn  yo     my  kn  gl  tly      o  il 
That,    vhe     I  sa  r  hia  i  lac  d  gra  e 
Has  mple    najeaty    f  face 
H  s  sole  nn  bea  ng  and  1  m  pace 

^  stately  |,lid  ig  o    — 
•■eemed  to   up     e  er  d  d  1  n  ner  pa  nt 
So  lUst  an  m  age  ot  the  Sai  t 
Who  propped  the  V  rg  n    n  her  t    nt  — 
The  loved  Apostl    Jol 


He  stepped  befo  e  tl  e  Mooarci  s  chair, 
A  d  Blood       th  nistc  plaj     e'is  there 

And  1  (tie  reverence  made 
Nor  head    nor  boJj    bowed     or  bent, 
B  t  on  the  desk  his  irm  he  lea  t 
And  words  1  ke  tl  ese  1  e  sa  d 
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While  Lindcaay  told  thia  marvel  slrange 
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And  rande  me  credit  aught."  —  He  staid, 
And  seemed  to  wish  liis  words  unswd; 
Bui,  by  that  strong  emotion  pressed, 
Which  prompts  us  to  unload  our  bre^t. 

Even  when  <Iiscoven''s  paiji, 
To  Lindesay  did  at  length  unfold 
The  tale  his  village  host  had  told, 
At  Gifforu,  to  ins  train, 
Nanght  of  the  Palmer  says  he  there, 
And  naught  or  Coiiatance,  or  of  Clare ; 
The  thoughid,  which  brolte  his  sleep,  he  b 
To  mention  but  as  feverish  dreams. 


"  In  vain,''  said  he,  "  to  rest  I  spread 
My  burning  limbs,  and  couched  my  head. 

Fantastic  thoughts  returned; 
And,  by  their  wild  dominion  led, 

My  heart  within  me  burned. 
So  Bore  was  the  delirious  goad, 
I  too!;  my  steed,  and  forth  I  rode  ; 
And,  as  the  moon  shone  bright  and  cold, 
Soon  reached  the  camp  upon  the  wold. 
The  southern  entrance  I  passed  tlirough 
And  halted,  and  my  bugle  blew. 
Methought  an  answer  met  my  ear, — 
Yet  was  the  blast  so  low  and  drear, 
So  hollow,  and  so  faintly  blown, 
It  might  be  echo  of  my  own. 


"  Thus  judghig,  for  a  little  space 
I  listened,  ere  I  leil;  the  place ; 
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I  well  believe  the  last ; 
For  ne'er   from  visor  raiseil,  did  stare 
A  human  warrior,  with  a  glare 

So  grimly  and  so  ghast. 
Thrice  o'er  my  head  he  shook  the  hkde : 
But  when  to  good  St.  George  I  prayed, 
(The  first  time  o'er  I  asked  hia  dd,) 

He  plunged  it  in  the  sheath; 
And,  on  his  oouraet  mounting  light, 
He  seemed  to  vanish  from  my  sight: 
The  moonheam  drooped,  and  deepest  night 

Sunk  down  upon  the  heath,— 
Twere  long  to  tell  what  cause  I  have 

To  know  his  face,  that  met  me  there, 
Called  by  hia  hatred  from  the  grave, 

To  cumber  upper  air: 
Dead  or  alive,  good  cause  had  he 
To  be  my  mortal  enemy."  — 

Marvelled  Sir  David  of  the  Mount; 
Then,  learned  in  story,  'gan  recount 

Such  chance  had  happed  of  old, 
When  once,  neai  Norhnm,  there  did  fight 
A  spectre  fell,  of  hPndiah  miRht, 
In  Ukeneas  ot   a  Stottish  kmght, 

With  Brian  Bulmer  hold, 
And  trained  htm  nigh  to  diaallow 
The  aid  of  his  baptismal  vow 

"And  such  a  phantom,  too,  'tm  eaid. 

With  Highland  broadsword,  targe,  and  plwd. 
And  fingers  red  with  gore, 
la  seen  in  RothiemurLUs  glide, 
Or  where  the  sable  pine  trees  shade 
Dark  Tomintoul  and  Achnaslaid, 
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Uiomuvichtj   or  Glenmoie 
And  jet,  whate'er  i>uch  legends  aay, 
Ot   narltkt,  de  noQ,  ghoat,  Ol  fay, 

On  mountain,  mooi,  or  plain, 
Spotle^a  m  faith,  m  boioin  bold. 
True  son  of  chualiy  ahoiild  hold 

These  nudaight  terrors  \sin. 
For  eeldom  liJ.it  such  spirits  power 
To  harm,  saie  in  tlip  e\il  hour. 
When  guilt  ive  meditate  within. 
Or  hirboi  unrepi^nted  ain"^ 
Lord  Mirmion  turned  hira  half  aside. 
And  twice  to  clear  his  \oioe  he  tned, 

Then  preuoed  Sir  David's  hand, — 
But  naught,  at  length,  m  answer  said. 
And  here  tlieir  firthei  comerse  staid. 

Each  ordermg  that  his  band 
Shjuld  bowno  them  with  tlie  rising  day, 
To  Scotland's  cump  to  take  thpir  nay,— 

Such  was  the  King's  oomraand 


Early  they  took  Dun-Edin's  road, 
And  could  I  trace  each  step  they  trode; 
Hill,  brook,  nor  dell,  nor  rock,  nor  stone 
Lies  on  the  path  to  mo  unknown. 
Much  might  it  hoast  of  storied  lore; 
But,  passing  such  digression  o'er, 
Suffice  it,  that  their  route  was  laid 
Across  the  furzy  hills  of  Braid. 
They  passed  the  glen  and  scanty  rill, 
And  climbed  the  opposing  bank,  until 
They  gained  the  top  of  Blackford  Hill 
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B'lickford  1  on  whose  uncultured  breast. 

Among  the  broom,  and  thorn,  and  whin, 
A  truant-boy,  I  sought  the  nest, 
Or  listed,  as  I  lay  at  rest, 

While  rose,  on  brcozes  thin. 
The  murmur  of  the  city  crowd, 
And,  from  his  steeple  jangling  loud, 

Saint  Giles's  mingling  din. 
Now,  from  the  summit  to  the  plain, 
Waves  all  the  hill  with  yellow  grain: 

And  o'er  the  landscape  as  I  look, 
.taught  do  I  see  unchanged  remain. 

Save  the  rude  cliffs  and  chiming  brook. 
To  me  they  make  a  heavy  moan. 
Of  early  friendships  past  and  gone. 

But  different  far  the  change  has  been, 

Since  Marmion,  from  the  crown 
Of  Blackford,  saw  that  martial  scene 

Upon  the  bent  so  brown : 
Thousand  pavilions,  white  as  snow, 
Spread  all  the  Borough  moor  below, 

Upland,  and  dalo,  and  down;  — 
A  thousand  did  I  say  ?  I  ween, 
Thousands  on  thousands  there  was  seen, 
That  checkered  all  the  heath  between 

The  streandet  and  the  town; 
In  crossing  ranks  extending  iivr. 
Forming  a  camp  irregular; 
Oft  giving  way,  where  still  there  stood 
Some  relic  of  the  old  oak  wood, 
That,  darkly  huge,  did  intervene, 
And  tamed  the  glaring  white  with  greea 
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±11  tliese  extended  lines  there  lay 
A  martial  king-dom's  vast  array. 

For  from  Hebudes,  dark  with  rain, 
To  eastern  Lodon'a  fertile  plain, 
And  from  tlie  southern  Redswire  edge, 
To  fartheat  Rosse's  rocky  ledge; 
Prom  weat  to  east,  ftoiu  south  to  north, 
Scotland  sent  all  her  warriors  forth. 
Marmion  might  hear  the  mingled  hum 
Of  myriads  up  the  mountain  come ; 
The  horaes'  tramp,  and  tingling  clank, 
Where  chiefe  reviewed  their  vassal  rank, 

And  charger's  shrilling  neigh ; 
And  see  the  shifting  lines  advance, 
While  frequent  flashed,  fi^>m  shield  and  lanoej 

The  snn's  reflected  ray. 

Thin  curling  in  the  morning  air, 

The  wreaths  of  failing  smoke  declare. 

To  embers  now  the  brands  decayed 

Where  the  night-watch  their  flres  hod  made. 

They  saw,  alow  rolling  on  the  plain. 

Pull  many  a  baggage-cart  and  wain, 

And  dire  artillery's  clumsy  car, 

By  sluggish  oxen  tugged  to  war; 

And  there  were  Borthwick'a  Sisters  Seven, 

And  culverins  which  France  liad  given. 

Ill-omened  gift!  the  guns  remain 

The  conqueror's  spoil  on  Flodden  plain. 

Nor  marked  they  legs,  wliere  in  the  air 
A  thousand  streamers  flaunted  fidr; 
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aiious  in  shops,  device,  ujid  )iue. 
Green,  sanguine,  pui'ple,  red,  and  blue. 
Broad,  narrow,  swaJloiv-tailed,  and  square, 
Scroll,  pennon,  pensil,  baiidrol,  there, 

O'er  the  pavilions  ilew. 
Highest,  and  midmost,  was  descried 
The  royal  banner,  floating  wide; 

The  staff,  a  pine-tree  strong  and  straight, 
Pitched  deeply  in  a  massive  stone. 
Which  still  in  memory  is  shown. 
Yet  bent  beneath  the  standard's  weight, 
Whene'er  tho  western  wind  unrolled, 
With  toil,  the  huge  and  cumbrous  fold, 
And  gave  to  view  the  dazzling  field. 
Where,  in  proud  Scotland's  royal  shield, 
The  ruddy  Lion  ramped  in  gold. 

Lord  Marmion  viewed  the  landscape  bright,— 
He  viewed  it  with  i  chief's  delight, — 
Until  within  hun  burned  his  heart, 
And  lightning  irom  his  eye  did  part, 
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Answered  the  bard   of  n  Idor  mood : 

"  Pair    s  the  s  gl  t  —  a  d  yet  'twere  good, 
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That  kings  would  think  withal, 
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234                                            M*RMION. 

Pitz-EuEtaco'  heavt  felt  closely  pent;                                   || 

As  if  to  give  his  rapture  vent, 

The  spur  he  to  his  charger  lent, 

And  raised  his  bridle-hanil, 

\nd   making  demi-voltP  in  air, 
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Nor  less,"  lie  said,  —  "  when  looking  forth, 
[  view  yon  Empress  of  the  NortJi 

Sit  on  h"r  hilly  throne, 
Her  palace's  imppria.1  bowers. 
Her  cBBtle,  proof  to  ho'itile  powers 
Her  statelj   halla    md  holy  towers  — 

Nor  Ie==,"  he  said,    'I  moan, 
To  think  what  wo  inischince  mtiy  bring, 
And  hun   tiiese  merrj   bells  may  nng 
The  deith  dirge  of  our  gallant  King , 

Or,  with  tliPir  larum,  call 
The  burghers  forth  ti  watih  and  ward, 
'Gainst  soulhern  sack  and  fiits  to  guard 

Dun  Helm's  IpRgUPrtd  "all  — 
But  not,  for  m^   piPsiguig  thought, 
Dream  conquest  surp,  or  cheaplj   bought! 

Lord  Mormion,  I  say  nay,— 
God  1^  the  guider  of  the  field, 
He  hrpiks  tlie  champioE''4  spear  and  shield, — 

But  thou  thjoelf  shalt  Ba\, 
When  joins  \on  host  in  dcidly  Bt)wro, 
That  England's  damea  must  weep  m  bower, 

Her  monks  the  death  mass  emg , 
For  never  saw'st  thou  such  a  power 

I*d  on  by  such  a  King"  — 
And  now,  down  »indmg  to  the  plain, 
The  barriPii  of  the  camp  thev  gam 

\nd  thtre  they  mide  a  &tay. — 
There  stays  the  Minatrel,  till  he  flmg 
Hi^  hand  o'er  eveiy  Bolder  string, 
And  fit  his  harp  the  pomp  to  smg, 
01   Scotlaiids  ineiPnt  Comt  iiid  Kiny, 

In  tlip  iui-cei.dui,j  li 
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INTRODUCTION  TO  CANTO  FIFTH. 

WiiKN  dark  December  glooms  the  day, 

And  fakea  our  autumn  joys  away ; 

When  short  and  scant  the  sunbeam  throwH, 

Upon  the  weary  waste  of  snows, 

A  cold  and  profitless  regard, 

Like  patron  on  a  needy  bard ; 

When  sylvan  occupation's  done, 

And  o'er  the  chimney  rests  the  gun, 

And  hang  in  idle  trophy,  near. 

The  game-pouch,  fiahing-rod  and  spear; 

When  wiry  ten'ier,  rough  and  grim, 

And  greyhound  with  his  length  of  limb, 

And  pointer,  now  employed  no  more. 

Cumber  our  parlor's  narrow  floor; 

When  in  his  stall  the  impatient  steed 

Is  long  condemned  to  rest  and  feed ; 

When  from  our  snow-encircled  home, 

Scarce  cares  the  hardiest  step  to  roam. 

Since  path  is  none,  save  that  to  bring 

The  needful  water  from  tlie  spring ; 

When  wrinkled  news-page,  thrice  conned  o'ei 

Beguiles  the  dreary  hour  no  more, 

And  darkling  politician,  crossed, 

Inveighs  against  tlie  lingering  post. 

And  answering  house-wife  sore  complains 

Of  carriers'  snow-impeded  wains : 

When  such  the  country  cheer,  I  come, 

Well  pleased,  to  seek  our  city  home; 

For  converse,  and  for  books,  to  change 

The  Foreat's  melancholy  range. 
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Dun-Edm!  O   bow  altered  nun, 
When  safe  amid  tby  mountain  court 
Thou  sitt'Bt,  liki,  EniprpPB  at  her  sport, 
And  liberal    uncooiined    and  tree 
Flinging  thy  «hite  arms  to  the  sen, 
For  thy  dark  cloud    with  uinbeitd  lower, 
That  hung  o'er  i,Iifi   and  1b  kp,  and  tower. 
Thou  gleam'st  against  the  western  ray 
Ten  thousand  Jtnea  of  brighter  day. 
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Not  shf,  the  charapioncaa  of  olr] 

III  Spenser's  magic  tule  enrollfd, — 

She  for  tlie  charmed  spear  lontwiipd, 

Winch  forced  each  knight  to  kisi  the  gcound,— 

Not  ohe  more  changed,  when,  placed  at  rest, 

What  tnie  si  e  »i3  Malbecco'^  ga.,=t, 

She  gave  tc   flow  hn  ni-uden  v(,st , 

When  tKtn  the  coralet's  grasp  roheved, 

Free  to  the  -jight  her  boaora  hea\ed, 

Sweet  was  her  blue  ejc'a  modest  smile, 

Erot  hidden  bj   the  aventajle, 

Add         h       lllrsf,        flUd 

H     lock    p    f  f  p  ly  g  Id 

n   y  wh       II  d  i„ht  fi  ht 


H  d 


7  11  d 


tchl 


h( 


N     1        h  d 

B  t 1  k  ^  Ik  d 
Th  sights  id  J 
\  d    h        M  lb 


Aid  h     th 


I 


So  thou,  fair  City!  disarcftyed 
Of  battled  wall  and  rampart's  aid, 
As  stately  soeni'st,  but  lovelier  far 
Thaii  in  that  panoply  of  war 
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Nor  deem  that  from  tliy  fencelesa  throne 
Strength  and  security  are  flown; 
Still,  as  of  yore,  Queen  of  the  North ! 
Still  canst  thou  send  thy  children  forth. 
Ne'er  readier  at  aiai-m-bell'a  call 
Thy  burghers  roae  to  man  tliy  wall, 
Than  now,  in  danger,  shall  be  thine, 
Thy  dftuntlesB  voluntary  line  ; 
For  fosse  and  turret  proud  to  stand. 
Their  breasts  the  bulwark  of  the  land. 
Thy  thousiinds,  trained  to  martial  toil, 
Full  red  would  stain  their  native  soil. 
Ere  from  thy  mural  crown  there  fell 
The  slightest  linosp  or  pinnacle. 
And  if  it  come,  ~  as  come  it  may, 
Dun-Edin '.  that  eventful  day,  — 
Renoivnod  for  hospitable  deed, 
That  virtue  much  ivith  heaven  may  plead. 
In  patriarehal  limes  whose  care 
Descending  angels  deigned  to  share  ; 
That  claim  may  wrestle  blessings  down 
On  those  who  fight  for  tlie  Good  Town, 
Destined  in  every  age  to  be 
Refuge  of  injured  royalty ; 
Since  first,  when  conquering  York  aldose, 
To  Henry  meek  she  gave  repose, 
Till  late,  with  wonder,  grief,  and  awe. 
Great  Bourbon's  relics,  sad  she  saw. 


Tntce  to  these  thoughts!— for,  as  the 
How  gladly  I  avert  mine  eyes, 
Bodings,  or  true  or  false,  to  change, 
For  Fiction's  fair  romantic  range, 
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Nor  lees  the  dullest  theme  bid  flit 
On  wingi  of  «ne\pt.cted  wit, 
111  letters  is  in  life  approved, 
ESarapIe  honored,  and  beloied, — 
Deir  Ellis  '  to  the  bard  impirt 
A  leasoii  of  flu   magic  art, 
To  win  et  once  the  head  and  heart, — 
At  onue  to  charm,  m'lbuct,  and  mend, 
Mj   guide,  my  patteic,  and  my  fnend ' 

Such  imnstrel  Ichson  to  bestow 
Be  long  tliy  pleaamg  task,  ~  but,  O  ' 
No  more  by  tby  example  teich 
What  lew   can  practice,  all  can  preach; 
With  e\en  patience  to  endure 
Lingering  diseaae,  and  painful  cure, 
And  boast  affliction's  pangs  subdued 
By  mild  and  manly  fortitude 
Enough,  the  lesson  has  been  given- 
Forbid  the  repetition.  Heaven ' 

Come,  listen,  then '  for  thou  hast  known, 
And  lo.ed,  the  Minitrel's  varying  tone; 
Who,  like  hi-.  Bold"!  sues  of  old. 
Waked  a  wild  measore,  rude  and  bold, 
Till  Windsor's  oaks,  and  Ascot  piam. 
With  wonder  hsird  the  northern  strain. 
Come,  listen'  —  bold  m  thy  applause. 
The  Bard  shall  SLom  pedantic  laws. 
And,  as  the  ancient  art  could  stain 
\chievemenfs  on  the  atoned  pane, 
Irregularly  traced  and  planned. 
But  jet  so  glo«ing  ind  so  grand  , 
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So  shall  he  strive,  in  changeful  hue 
Field,  feast,  and  combat,  to  renew, 
And  loves,  and  arms,  and  harpers'  glee, 
And  all  the  pomp  of  chivahy. 


CANTO   PIl^Ttt 


The  tr^n  has  left  the  hiUs  of  Braid ; 
The  barrier  guard  have  open  made, 
(S)0  Lmdesay  badi, )  the  palis  de 

That  closed  the  tented  ground, 
The  r  men  tho  wardeis  b  ickward  drew. 
And  carrel  pilea  11  tie)   roda  through, 

I  ito  itB  ample  boucd 
Tasf  r  a  the  Scottish  wiiiiora  there 
Upon  tht,  SoutJieni  band  to  atare 
Ani  envy   vitii  their  wonder  roae 
Tu  see  sn,h  well  ajipuinted  foes 
isuch  Ipngth?  of  shafts   such  mighty  bowB, 
So  hi  ge   that  manj   s  nple  thought, 
]iut  for  a  vaunt  su  h  *  PipoM    vrought; 
And  little  dei.  nbd  the  r  foix.Q  to  feel 
Through  links  ot   mail    Tid  platts  of  steel, 
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With  iron  quilted  well  ; 
Each  at  his  back  (a  sJeniler  store) 
His  forty  days'  provision  bore, 

As  feudal  statutes  tell, 
Hia  arms  were  halbard,  axe,  or  spear, 
A  cross-bow  there,  a  hagbut  here, 

A  dagger-knife,  and  brand.  — 
Sober  be  seemed,  and  sad  of  cheer, 
As  loth  to  leave  his  cottage  dear, 

And  inarch  to  foreign  strand  ; 
Or  musing  who  could  guide  hia  steer 

To  tiU  tiie  fallow  land. 
Yet  deem  not  in  iiis  thoughtful  eye 
Did  aught  of  dastard  terror  lie;  — 

More  dreadful  far  his  ire, 
Than  theirs,  who,  scorning  danger's  nan 
In  eager  mood  to  battle  came, 
Their  valor  lilte  light  straw  on  flame, 

A  fierce  but  fading  Sre. 


Not  HO  tlie  Borderer  Inbred  to  war. 
He  knew  the  battle's  din  afar, 

And  joyed  to  hear  it  swell, 
Hia  peaceful  day  w&a  slothful  ease. 
Nor  harp,  nor  pipe,  his  ear  could  please. 

Like  Ihe  loud  slogan  yell. 
On  active  steed,  with  lance  and  blade. 
The  light-armed  pricker  plied  his  trade, — 

Let  nobles  fight  for  fame ; 
Let  vassals  follow  where  they  lead. 
Burghers,  to  guard  tJieir  townships,  bleed. 

But  war's  tho  Borderers'  game. 
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At  every  toin,  with  dinning  clang', 

The  armorer's  anvil  clashed  and  rang; 

Or  toiled  the  awarthy  smith,  to  wheel 

The  bar  that  arms  the  charger's  heel ; 

Or  axe,  or  falchion,  to  the  side 

Of  jarring  grindatono  was  applied. 

Page,  groom,  and  squire,  with  hurrying  pace, 

Through  street,  and  lane,  and  market-place, 

Bore  lance,  or  casque,  or  sword  ; 
While  burghers,  with  important  face. 

Described  each  new-come  lord, 
DiaciKsed  his  lineage,  told  his  name, 
His  following,  and  his  warlike  fame. — 
The  Lion  !ed  to  lodging  meet. 
Which  high  o'erlooked  the  crowded  street; 

There  must  the  Baron  rest, 
Till  past  tlie  hour  of  vesper  tide, 
And  then  to  Holy-Rood  must  ride, — 

Such  was  the  King's  behest. 
Meanwhile  the  Lion's  care  assigns 
A  banquet  rich,  and  costly  wines. 

To  Marmion  and  his  Ijain. 
And  when  the  appointed  hoar  succeeds, 
The  Baron  dons  his  peaceful  weeds. 
And  following  Lindesay  as  he  leads, 

The  palace-haUs  they  g^n. 


Old  Holy-Rood  rung  mem!y. 
That  night,  with  wassail,  mirth,  and  glee 
King  James  within  her  princely  bower 
Peaated  the  chiefs  of  Scotland's  power. 
Summoned  to  spend  the  parting  hour; 
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For  he  had  charged,  that  his  array 
Should  southward  niaich  by  break  of  day. 
Well  loved  that  splendid  monarch  aye 

The  banquet  and  thfi  song, 
By  day  the  tonrney,  and  by  night 
The  merry  dance,  traced  fast  and  light. 
The  maskers  qadnt,  the  pageant  bright, 

The  revel  loud  and  long. 
This  feast  outshone  his  banquets  past ; 
It  was  his  blithest,  —  and  his  last. 

The  dazzling  lamps,  from  gallery  gay, 

Cast  on  the  court  a  dancing  ray ; 

Here  to  the  harp  did  minstrels  sing ; 

There  ladies  touched  a  softer  string; 

Witli  long-eared  cap,  and  motley  vest, 

The  licensed  fool  retailed  his  jest; 

His  magic  triclts  the  juggler  plied; 

At  dice  and  draughts  the  gallante  vied; 
While  some,  in  close  recess  apart. 
Courted  the  ladies  of  their  heart. 

Nor  courted  them  in  vwn : 
For  often,  in  the  parting  hour. 
Victorious  love  asserts  his  power 

O'er  coldness  and  disdain; 

And  flinty  is  her  heart,  can  view 

To  battle  march  a  lover  true, — 

Can  hear,  perchance,  his  last  adieu. 

Nor  own  her  share  of  pain. 


Thvough  this  mixed  crowd  of  glee  and  game, 
The  King  to  greet  Lord  Marmion  oamo. 
While,  reverend,  all  made  room. 
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Suit  lightly  won,  and  short-lived  pain ! 
For  raonarchs  seldom  sigli  in  vain. 

I  said  he  joyed  in  banquet-bower ; 
Bui,  mid  his  mirth,  'twas  often  strange, 
How  suddenly  Ilia  cheer  would  clmnge, 

His  look  o'ercaat  and  lower, 
If,  in  a  sudden  turn,  he  felt 
The  pressure  of  liis  iron  belt, 
That  bound  liis  breast  in  penance-pain. 
In  memory  of  his  father  al^n. 
Even  so  'titas  strange  how,  evermore. 
Soon  as  the  passing  pang  was  o'er. 
Forward  he  rushed,  with  double  glee, 
Inlo  tiie  Btreaiu  of  revelry: 
Thus,  dim-seen  object  of  affright 
Startles  the  courser  in  his  flight. 
And  half  he  halls,  half  springs  aside; 
But  feels  the  qnickening  spur  applied, 
Attd,  straining  on  tlic  tightened  rein, 
Scours  doubly  swift  o'er  hill  and  plain. 


O'er  James's  heart,  llie  c 

Sir  Hugh  the  Heron's  wife  held  sway: 

To  Scotland's  court  she  came, 
To  be  a  hostage  for  her  lord, 
Who  Cessford's  gallant  heart  had  gored. 
And  with  the  King  to  make  accord. 

Had  sent  his  lovely  dame. 
Nor  to  that  lady  free  alone 
Did  the  gay  King  allegiance  own; 

For  the  fair  Queen  of  Prance 
Sent  him  a  Turquois  ring,  and  glove. 
And  charged  Jiim,  as  her  knight  and  love 
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All  lonely  s.it,  ■ 

nd  wept  the  «eaiy  hour. 

The  tiueen  situ  low  in  Lithgow  pile, 

And  weeps  the  weaiy  day, 
The  war  against  her  native  soil. 
Her  Monarch's  risk  in  battle  broil :  — 
And  in  gay  Holy-Rood,  the  while, 
Danio  Heron  rises,  with  a  amile, 

Upon  the  harp  to  play. 
Pair  ivaa  her  rounded  aim,  as  o'er 

The  strings  her  fingers  flew ; 
And  as  she  touched  and  tuned  them  i 
Even  her  bosom's  rise  and  fall 

Was  plainer  given  to  view ; 
For,  all  for  heat,  was  laid  aside 
Her  wimple,  and  her  hood  untied. 
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AnI  f  rst  si  e  p  tched  1  e    vo  ce  to  s  ng 

The     gla  ce  i  1  e    dark  eyp  o     the  K  ng 

And  tie     arouid  the  a  lent  r  ng 

And  hughed   and  blusl  e  i    a  d  oft  d  d  aij 

Her  pretty  oath   by  Yea,  a  d  N  y 

She  could  not   wo  Id  not,   lui>t  not  play  I 

At  length    upon  tl  b  ha  p    w  1    f,lep 

M    gled  w  tl    arch  s     i  1  c  ty 

A  soft   jet  l^ely    a     eh?  rin" 

W  h  le  Ih      the    V  ly  lady      ng 


I,0CH1NVAR. 


O,  young  Lioohinvar  is  come  out  of  the  west, 
Through  all  the  wide  Border  his  steed  ivas  the  best, 
And  save  his  good  broadsword  he  weapons  had  none ; 
He  rode  all  unarmed,  and  he  rode  all  alone. 
So  faithful  in  lovo,  and  so  dauntless  in  war, 
There  never  was  knight  like  the  young  Lochinvar. 

He  staid  not  for  brake,  and  he  stopped  not  for  stone. 

He  swam  the  Eske  river  where  ford  there  was  none; 

But,  ere  he  alighted  at  Netherby  gate, 

The  bride  had  consented,  the  gallant  came  late ; 

For  a  laggard  in  love,  ajid  a  dastard  in  war, 

Was  to  wed  the  fair  Ellen  of  brave  Lochinvar. 

So  boldly  he  entered  the  Netherby  Hall, 
Among  bridc's-men,  and  kinsmen,  and  brothers,  and  all 
Then  spoke  the  bride's  father,  his  hand  on  hia  sword, 
(For  the  poor  craven  bridegroom  said  never  a  word,) 
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"  O  come  ye  in  peace  here,  or  come  ye  in  war, 

Or  to  dunce  at  our  bridal,  young  Lord  Lochinvar  ?"  — ■ 

"I  long  wooed  your  daughter,  my  suit  you  denied;  — 
Love  swells  like  the  Solway,  but  ebbs  lilte  its  tide  — 
And  now  I  am  come,  with  this  lost  love  of  mine, 
To  lead  but  one  measure,  drink  one  cup  of  wine. 
There  are  maidens  in  Scotland  more  lovely  by  far, 
That  would  gladly  be  bride  to  the  young  Lochinvai." 

The  bride  Itissed  the  goblet;  the  knight  took  it  up. 
Ho  quififed  off  the  wine,  and  he  threw  down  the  cup. 
She  looked  down  to  blusli,  and  she  looked  up  to  sigh, 
With  a  smile  on  her  lips,  and  a  tear  in  her  eye. 
He  tooli  her  soft  hand,  ere  her  mother  could  bar, — 
"Now  tread  we  a  measure !"  said  young  Lochinvar. 

So  stately  his  form,  and  ao  lovely  her  face. 
That  never  a  hall  such  a  galliard  did  grace ; 
Whilo  her  mother  did  fret,  and  her  father  did  fume, 
And  the   bridooroom   stood  dangling  his  bonnot  and 

plum.; 
And  fhe  bride-maidens  whispered,  '"Twere  better  by  fai' 
To  have  matched  our  fair   cousin  with   young  Looh- 


One  touch  to  her  hand,  and  one  word  in  her  ear. 
When   they  reached   the   hall  door  and   the  charger 

So  light  to  the  croupe  the  fair  lady  he  swung, 
So  light  to  the  saddle  before  her  he  sprung! 
"  She  is  won !  we  are  gone,  over  bank,  bush,  and  scaur; 
They'll  have   fleet  steeds  that  follow,"  quoth   young 
Lochinvar. 
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There  waa  nionnting  'mong  Grsmea  of  the  Netherby 

Foraters,  Fonwicks,  and  Muagraves,  they  rode  and  they 

I'liere  was  racing,  and  chasing,  on  Cannobie  Lee, 
Bit  the  lost  bride  of  Netherby  ne'er  did  tJiey  see. 
So  daring  in  love,  aiid  so  dauntless  in  war, 
II       y  1      d    f      11    tlk   y         Lw.1 
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For  monarch    ill  Is  b  ook, 

Even  in  a  w    d  1  look 

Straight  took  1      f   th  th     p      h        t  broad. 
Which  Marm  1  i„l         nr  I  owed: 

"Our  Borders  d  by      'uy  d 

Oor  peaceful  liege  men  robbed,    he  said  ■ 
"  On  day  of  truce  our  Warden  slain, 
Stout  Sarton  killed,  his  vessels  ta'en- 
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His  giant-fotm,  like  ruined  tower, 
Though  fallen  its  muscles'  brawuy  vaunt, - 
Huge-boned,  and  tul],  and  grim,  and  gaunt, 

Seemed  o'er  tlie  gaudy  scene  to  lower: 
His  locks  and  beard  in  silver  grew; 
His  eye-browa  keep  their  sable  hue. 
Near  Douglas  when  the  Monarch  stood, 
His  bitter  speech  he  thus  pursued:  — 
"Lord  Marmion,  eince  these  letters  say 
That  in  the  North  you  needs  must  stay. 

While  slightest  hopes  of  peace  remain, 
Uncourteous  speech  it  were,  and  stern. 
To  say  —  Return  to  Lindiafarn, 

Until  my  herald  come  again. - 
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Displeased  was  James,  that  stranger  viewed 
And  tampered  with  his  dianging  mood. 
"  Langh  those  that  can,  weep  those  that  may," 
Thus  did  the  fiery  Monarch  say, 
"Southward  I  march  by  break  of  day; 
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And  if  withia  Tantallon  strong, 

The  good  Iiord  Marmion  tarries  long. 

Perchance  our  meeting  next  may  iall 

At  Tamworth,  in  his  castle-hall."  — 

The  haughty  Maniiion  felt  the  taunt, 

And  answered,  grave,  the  royal  vaunt ; 

''Much  honored  were  my  humhle  homo, 

If  in  ita  halls  King  James  should  come ; 

But  Nottingham  Iiaa  archora  good. 

And  Yorkshire  men  ai-e  stern  of  mood ; 

Nortliuinbrian  prickers  wild  and  rude. 

On  Derby's  lulls  the  paths  are  steep ; 

In  0u3e  and  Tyne  tlie  fords  are  deep  ; 

And  many  a  banner  will  be  torn, 

And  many  a  knight  to  earth  be  borne, 

And  many  a  sheaf  of  arrows  spent. 

Ere  Scotland's  King  shall  cross  the  Trent: 

Yet  pause,  btavo  prince,  while  yet  you  may." 

The  Monarch  lightly  turned  away, 

And  to  his  nobles  loud  did  call, — 

"Lorda,  to  the  dance,  —  a  hall!  a  hall!" 

Himself  his  cloals  and  sword  flung  by. 

And  led  Dame  Heron  gallantly ; 

And  minstrels,  at  the  royal  order, 

Rung  out, —  "Blue  Bonnota  o'er  the  Border." 


Leave  wo  these  revels  noii',  to  tell 
What  to  Saint  Hilda's  maids  befell. 
Whose  galley,  as  they  sailed  again 
To  Whitby,  by  a  Scot  was  ta'en. 
Now  at  Dun-Edin  did  they  bide. 
Till  James  should  of  their  fate  decide; 
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Anil  soon,  by  his  command, 
Were  gently  anmrnoned  to  prepare 
To  journey  under  Marmion's  care, 
As  escort  honored,  safe,  and  fair, 

Again  to  English  land. 
The  Abbess  tolil  her  chaplet  o'er, 
Nor  know  which  Saint  she  should  implore ; 
For  when  she  thought  of  Constance,  aore 

She  feared  Lord  Marmion's  mood. 
And  judge  \vhat  Clara  must  iiave  foit ! 
The  sword,  that  hung  in  Marmion's  belt, 

Had  drunk  De  Wilton's  blood. 
Unwittingly,  King  James  had  given, 

As  guard  to  Whitby's  shades, 
The  man  most  dreaded  under  heaven 

By  these  defonccless  maids ; 
Yet  what  petition  could  ai/ail. 
Or  who  would  listen  to  the  tale 
Of  woman,  prisoner  and  nun. 
Mid  bustle  of  a  war  begun  ? 
They  deemed  it  hopeless  to  avoid 
The  convoy  of  their  dangerous  guide. 


Their  lodging,  so  the  King  assigned. 
To  Marmion's,  8S  their  guardian,  joined; 
And  thus  it  fell,  that,  passing  nigh. 
The  Palmer  cauglit  the  Abbess'  eye, 

Who  warned  him  by  a  scroll, 
She  had  a  secret  to  reveal, 
That  much  concerned  the  Church's  weal. 

And  health  of  sinners'  soul ; 
And,  with  deep  charge  of  secrecy, 
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Whose  blessed  feet  have  trod  the  ground 
Where  the  Reileemec's  tomb  is  fbund;  — 
For  Ijis  dear  Church's  sake,  my  tale 
Attend,  nor  deem  of  light  avail. 
Though  I  moat  speak  of  worldly  love,  — 
How  vBJn  to  those  who  wed  above !  — 
De  Wilton  and  Lord  Marmion  wooed 
Clara  de  Claro,  of  Gloster'a  blood; 
(Idle  it  were  of  Whitby's  dsnie, 
To  say  of  that  same  blood  I  came ;) 
And  once,  when  jealoas  rage  was  high, 
Lord  Marmion  said  despiteousty, 
Wilton  was  traitor  in  bis  heart, 
And  had  made  league  with  Martin  Swart, 
When  he  came  here  on  Sininel's  part; 
And  only  cowardice  did  restrain 
His  rebel  aid  on  SfokefleWa  plain,  — 
And  down  he  threw  hia  glove  ;^- the  thing 
Was  tried,  as  wont,  before  the  King ; 
Where  frankly  did  De  Wilton  own, 
That  Swart  in  Guelflers  he  bad  known ; 
And  that  between  them  then  there  went 
Some  scroll  of  courteons  compliment. 
For  this  he  to  bis  castle  sent ; 
But  when  his  messenger  returned, 
Judge  how  De  Wilton's  fury  burned ; 
For  in  his  packet  there  were  laid 
Letters  that  claimed  disloyal  aid, 
And  proved  King  Henry's  cause  betrayed. 
His  fame,  tlms  blighted,  in  the  field 
He  strove  to  clear,  by  spear  and  shield ;  — 
To  clear  his  fame  in  vain  he  strove 
For  wondrous  are  His  ways  above . 
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Perchance  some  form  was  unobserved; 
Perchance  in  prayer,  or  faith,  he  swerved; 
Else  how  coqM  giiiitlesa  champion  quail, 
Or  how  the  bleseed  ordeal  fail? 

"  His  squire,  wiio  now  De  Wilton  saw 
As  recreant  doomed  to  suffer  law, 

Repentant,  owned  in  vain, 
That,  while  he  had  the  scrolls  in  care, 
A  stranger  maiden,  passing  fair, 
Had  dienolied  hira  with  a  beverage  raro;- 

His  words  no  faith  could  gain. 
With  Clare  alone  he  credence  won, 
Who,  rather  than  wed  Marmion, 
Did  to  Saint  Hilda's  shrine  repair, 
To  give  our  bouse  her  livings  fair, 
And  die  a  vesla!  vot'resa  there. 
The  impulse  from  the  earth  was  given, 
But  bent  her  to  the  paths  of  heaven. 
A  purer  heart,  a  lovelier  maid, 
Ne'er  sheltered  her  in  -Whitby's  shade. 
No,  not  since  Saxon  Edelfled; 

Only  one  trace  of  earthly  sttwn, 
TTiat  fcff-  her  lover's  loss 

She  cherishes  a  sorrow  vain, 
And  murmurs  at  the  cross. — 
And  then  her  herita^  ;  —  it  goes 

Along  the  banks  of  Tame ; 
Deep  fields  of  grain  the  reaper  mows. 
In  meadows  rich  the  heifer  lows, 
The  falconer,  and  huntsman,  knows 

Its  woodlands  for  the  game. 
Shame  were  it  to  Saint  Hilda  dear, 
And  I,  her  humble  vot'ress  here. 
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Should  do  a  deadly  sin, 
Her  temple  spoiled  before  iiiine  eyea, 
If  this  false  Marmion  such  a  prize 

By  my  consent  should  win; 
Yet  hath  oui'  boisterous  Monarch  sworn, 
That  Clare  shall  from  our  house  be  torn, 
And  grievous  cause  have  I  to  fear, 
Such  mandate  dotii  Lord  Marmioa  bear, 

"  Now,  prisoner,  helpless,  and  betrayed 
To  evil  power,  I  claim  thine  aid. 

By  every  step  that  thou  hast  ttai 
To  holy  shrine,  and  grotto  dim ; 
By  every  martyr's  tortured  limb  ; 
By  angel,  saint,  and  seraphim. 

And  by  the  church  of  God ! 
For  mark:  —  When  Wilton  was  betrayed, 
And  with  his  squire  forged  letters  kid. 
She  was,  alas!  that  sinful  maid, 

By  whom  the  deed  was  done,  — 
O !  shame  and  honor  to  be  said !  — 

She  was  a  perjured  nun  : 
No  clerk  in  all  the  Imd,  like  her, 
Traced  quaint  and  varying  character. 

Perchance  you  may  a  marvel  deem. 
That  Marmion's  paramour, 

{For  such  vile  thing  she  waa,)  should  scheme 
Her  lover's  nuptial  hour ; 

But  o'er  him  thus  she  hoped  to  gain. 

As  privy  to  his  honor's  stain, 
Illimitable  power ; 

For  this  she  secretly  retained 
Each  proof  that  might  the  plot  reveal, 
Instructions  with  his  hand  and  seat; 
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And  thus  Siiint  Hilda  deigned. 
Through  sinner's  perfidy  impure 
Her  house's  glory  to  secore, 

And  Clare's  immortal  weal. 


"Twcre  long,  and  needless,  here  to  tell, 
How  to  my  hand  these  papers  fell; 

With  me  they  must  not  stay. 
Saint  Hilda  keep  her  Abbess  true  ! 
Who  knows  what  outrage  he  might  do, 

While  journeying  by  the  way?  — 
O!  blessed  Saint,  if  e'er  again 
I  venturous  leave  thy  calm  domain, 
To  travel  or  by  land  or  main, 

Deep  penance  may  I  pay !  — 
Now,  saintly  Palmer,  mark  my  prayer: 
1  give  this  packet  to  thy  care, 
For  thee  to  stop  they  will  not  dare; 

And,  0  !  with  cautious  speed, 
To  Wolsey's  hand  the  papers  bring, 
That  he  may  show  them  to  the  King ; 

And  for  thy  well-earned  meci!, 
Thou  holy  man,  at  Whitby's  shrine, 
A  weekly  mass  shall  still  be  thine, 

While  priests  can  sing  and  read.  — 
What  ail'st  thou  ?  —  Speak ! " — For  as  he  too 
The  charge,  a  strong  emotion  shook 

His  frame,  and,  ere  reply. 
They  heard  a  faint,  yet  ihnlly  tone, 
Like  distant  clarion  feebly  blown, 

That  on  the  breeze  did  die; 
And  loud  the  Abbess  shrieked  m  fear, 
"Saint  Withold  save  us'  — What  is  here! 
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■'  Prince,  prelate,  potentate,-  and  peer, 

Whose  names  I  mw  shall  call, 
Scottish,  or  foreigner,  give  ear ! 
Subjects  of  him  who  sent  me  here, 
At  his  tribunal  to  appear, 

I  summon  one  and  iill : 
I  cite  you  by  each  deadly  sin. 
That  e'er  hath  soilei3  your  hearts  within; 
I  cite  you  by  each  brutal  lust, 
That  e'er  defiled  your  earthly  dust,  — 

By  wrath,  by  pride,  liy  fear. 
By  each  o'ermastering'  passion's  tone, 
By  the  dark  grave,  and  dying  groan! 
When  forty  days  are  past  and  gone, 
I  cite  you,  at  your  Monarch's  throne, 

To  answer  and  appear."  — 
Then  thundered  foi-th  a  roll  of  names,— 
The  first  was  thine,  unhappy  James! 

Then  all  thy  nobles  came; 
Crawford,  Glencairn,  Montrose,  Argyle, 
Ross,  Bothwell,  Forbes,  Lennox,  Lyie, — 
Why  should  I  tell  their  separate  style  ? 

Each  chief  of  birth  and  fame, 
Of  Lowland,  Highland,  Border,  Isle, 
Pore-doomed  to  Flodden's  carnage  pile 

Was  cited  thcro  hy  name ; 
And  Marmion,  Lord  of  Pontenaye, 
Of  Lutterward,  and  Scrivelbay, 
De  Wilton,  erst  of  Aberley, 
The  self-srme  '.hundering  voice  did  say.— . 

But  then  anotlier  spoke : 
"Thy  fatal  summons  I  deny. 
And  thine  infema]  lord  defy, 
Appealing  mo  to  Him  on  High, 
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Shift  we  the  scene.  —  The  camp  doth  ino' 

Dim-Bdin's  streets  are  empty  now. 
Save  when,  for  weal  of  those  they  love, 

To  pray  the  prayer,  u.nd  vow  the  vow, 
The  tottering  child,  the  ajixious  fair, 
The  grey-haired  sire,  with  pione  care. 
To  chapels  and  to  shrines  repair.  — 
Where  is  the  Palmer  now  ?  and  where 
The  Abbess,  Marmion,  and  Clare?  — 
Bold  Douglas  !  to  Tantallon  fair 

They  journey  in  thy  charge : 
Lord  Marmion  rodo  on  his  right  hand, 
The  Palmer  still  was  with  tlie  hand ; 
Angus,  like  Lindesay,  did  command, 

That  none  should  roam  at  large. 
But  in  that  Palmer's  aitewd  mien 
A  wondrous  change  might  now  be  seen  ; 

Freely  he  spoke  of  war. 
Of  marvels  wrought  by  single  hand. 
When  lifted  for  a  native  land ; 
And  still  looked  high,  as  if  he  planned 

Some  desperate  deed  afar. 
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His  courser  would  lie  feed,  and  sti'okej 
And,  tuclung  Qp  his  sable  fyooke. 
Would  first  his  mettle  biild  pravoke, 

Then  sooth,  or  quell  his  pride. 
Old  Horboit  said,  that  never  one 
He  saw,  except  Lord  Mamiion, 

A  steed  bo  fairly  ride. 

Some  lialf-houc's  march  behind,  there  came 
By  Eustace  governed  fair, 

A  troop  escorting  Hilda's  Dame, 
With  all  her  nuns,  and  Clare. 

No  audience  had  Lord  Mamiion  aought ; 
Ever  ho  feared  to  aggravate 
Clara  de  Clare's  suspicions  hate ; 

And  safer  'twas,  he  thought. 
To  wait  till,  from  (lie  nuns  removed. 
The  influence  of  Idnsmen  loved. 
And  suit  by  Henry's  self  approved, 
Her  slow  consent  had  wrought. 
His  was  no  flickering  Bame,  that  dies 
Unless  when  ianned  by  looks  and  sighs, 
And  lighted  oft  at  iady'a  eyes ; 
He  longed  to  stretch  his  wide  command 
O'er  luckless  Clara's  ample  land: 
Besides,  when  Wilton  with  him  vied, 
Although  the  pang  of  humble  pride 
The  place  of  jealousy  s 
Yet  conquest,  by  that  n 
He  almost  loathed  to  think  upon. 
Led  him,  at  times,  to  hate  the  cause, 
Which  made  him  burst  through  honor's  laws. 
If  e'er  he  loved,  'twas  her  alone, 
Who  died  within  that  vault  of  stone. 
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And  now,  when  close  at  hand  they  saw 
North-Berwick's  town  and  lofty  Law, 
Fitz-Eustace  bade  tliem  pause  a  while, 
Before  a  venerable  pile. 

Whose  turrets  viewed,  afar. 
The  lofty  Bass,  tiic  Lambie  Isle, 

The  ocean's  peace  or  war. 
At  tolling  of  a  belJ,  forth  came 
The  convent's  venerable  Dame, 
And  prayed  Saint  Hilda's  Abbess  rest 
With  her,  a  loved  and  honored  guest, 
Til!  Douglas  should  a  bark  prepare 
To  waft  her  back  to  Whitby  fair. 


Glad  was  the  Abbess,  you  may  guess. 
And  thanked  the  Scottish  Prioress ; 
And  tedious  were  to  tell,  I  ween, 
The  courteous  speech  that  passed  between. 

O'erjoyed  the  nuns  their  palfreys  leave; 
But  when  fair  Clara  did  intend. 
Like  thein,  from  horseback  to  descend, 
Fitz-EustacH  said,  —  "I  grieve, 
Fair  lady,  grieve  e'en  from  my  heart. 
Such  gentlo  company  to  part.  — 

Think  not  discourtesy. 
But  Lords'  commands  must  be  obeyed; 
And  Marmion  and  the  Douglas  said 

That  you  must  n  e  d  w  th  me 
Lord  Marmion  hath  a  letter  broad 
Which  to  the  S  ott  "h  Ea  1  1  e  showed 
Commanding   ihat  beneati    his  cire 
Without  delaj    >o     oho  l\  rep 
To  your  gool  !f    snn   Lodttz  Clire."  — 
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The  aWrlled  Abbess  loud  exclaimed; 
But  she,  at  whom  the  blow  was  dmed, 
Grew  pole  as  death,  and  cold  as  lead,  — 
She  deemed  she  heard  her  death-doom  read. 
"  Cheer  thee,  my  child ! "  the  Abbess  said, 
"  They  dare  not  tear  thee  from  my  hand, 
To  ride  alone  witli  armed  band."  — 

"  Nay,  holy  mother,  nay," 
Fil3-Eustace  said,  "the  lovely  Clare 
Will  he  in  Lady  Angus'  care. 

In  Scotland  while  we  stay  ; 
And,  when  we  move,  an  easy  ride 
Will  bring  us  to  the  English  side. 
Female  attendance  to  provide 

Befitting  Gloster's  heir; 
Nor  thinks,  nor  dreams,  my  noble  lord, 
By  slightest  look,  or  act,  or  word, 

To  harass  Lady  Clare. 
Her  faithful  guardian  he  will  be, 
Nor  sue  for  slightest  courtesy 

That  o'en  to  stranger  falls. 
Till  bo  shall  place  her,  safe  and  free. 

Within  her  kinsman's  halls,"  — 
He  spoke,  and  blushed  with  earnest  grace ; 
His  faith  was  painted  on  his  face. 

And  Clare's  worst  fear  relieved. 
The  Lady  Abbess  loud  exclaimed 
On  Henry,  and  the  Douglas  blamed. 

Entreated,  threatened,  grieved; 
To  martyr,  saint,  and  prophet  prayed. 
Against  Lord  Marmion  inveighed. 
And  called  tlie  Prioress  to  aid, 
To  curse  with  candle,  bell,  and  book,— 
Her  head  the  grave  Cistertian  shook : 
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Then  took  the  squire  liet  rein, 
And  gently  led  away  her  steed, 
And,  by  each  c 

To  cheer  her  s 


But  scant  three  miles  the  hand  had  rode, 

When  o'er  a  height  they  passed. 
And,  sudden,  close  before  them  showed 

Hto  towera,  Tantallon  vast: 
Broad,  maaaive,  high,  and  atreWhing  far, 
And  held  impregnable  in  war. 
On  a  projecting  rocli  they  rose. 
And  round  three  sides  the  ocean  flows; 
The  fourth  did  battled  walls  enclose, 

And  double  mound  and  fosse. 
By  narrow  draw-bridge,  outworks  strong, 
Through  studded  gates,  aji  entrance  long. 

To  the  main  court  they  cross. 
It  was  a  wide  and  stately  square; 
Around  were  lodgings,  fit  and  fair. 

And  towers  of  various  form. 
Which  on  the  court  projected  far, 
And  broke  its  lines  quadrangular. 
Here  was  square  keep,  there  turret  high. 
Or  pinnace  that  sought  the  sky. 
Whence  oit  the  Warder  could  descry 

The  gathering  ocean-storm. 


Hera  did  they  rest.  —  The  princely  c 
Of  Douglas,  why  should  I  declare. 
Or  say  they  met  reception  fair? 
Or  why  the  tidings  say. 


h,  Google 


Which,  vaiying,  to  Tantallon  came 
By  hurrying  posts,  or  fleeter  fame. 

With  every  varying  day  ? 
And,  first,  they  heard  King  James  had  wo. 

Ettoll,  and  Wajk,  and  Ford  ;  and  then, 

That  Norham  castle  strong  waa  ta'en. 
At  that  sore  maivelled  Marmion ;  — 
And  Douglas  hoped  Iiis  Monarch's  hand 
Would  soon  Bubdae  Northumbecland : 

But  whispered  news  there  came. 
That,  while  his  host  inactive  lay. 
And  welted  by  degrees  away. 
King  James  was  dallying  ofF  the  day 

With  Heron's  wily  dame. — 
Such  acts  to  chronicles  I  yield; 

Go  seek  them  there,  and  see : 
Mine  is  a  tale  of  Flodden  Field, 

And  not  a  histoiy. — 
At  length,  they  heard  the  Scottish  host 
On  tht^  high  ridge  had  made  their  post, 

Which  frowns  o'er  Millfleld  Plain; 
And  that  brave  Surrey  many  a  band 
Had  gathereil  in  the  eouthern  land, 

And  marched  into  Northumberland, 

And  camp  at  Wooler  ta'en. 
Marmion,  like  charger  in  the  stall. 
That  hears  without  the  trumpet  call, 

Began  to  chafe  and  swear :  — 
"A  sorry  thing  to  hide  my  head 
In  castle,  like  a  tearful  miid. 

When  such  1  field  is  n^a- ; 
Needs  must  I  see  this  battle-day ; 
Death  to  ray  hme,  it   such  a  fray 
Were  fought,  ind  Mfirimon  away! 
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The  Douglas,  too,  I  wot  not  why, 

Hatli  'bated  of  liie  courtesy; 

No  longer  in  Ills  halls  I'll  stay."  — 

Then  bade  his  band,  they  should  arra] 

For  march  against  the  dawning  day. 


INTRODUCTION  TO  CANTO  SIXTH. 

IlBiP  on  more  wood  —  the  wind  ia  chill; 

But  let  it  whistle  as  it  will, 

We'll  Iteep  our  Ciiriatmaa  merry  atiil. 

Each  age  has  deejned  the  new-bom  year 

The  Attest  time  for  festal  cheers 

Even  heathen  yet,  tlie  savage  Dane 

At  lo!  more  deep  the  mead  did  drain ; 

High  on  the  baach  his  galleys  drew, 

And  feasted  all  his  pirate  crew  ; 

Then  in  Iiis  low  and  pine-built  hall. 

Where  shields  and  axes  decked  the  wall. 

They  gorged  upon  the  half-dressed  steer; 

Caroused  in  seas  of  sable  beer ; 

While  round,  in  brutal  jest,  were  thrown 

The  half-gnawed  rib,  and  marrow-bone ; 

Or  listened  all,  in  grim  delight, 

While  scalds  yelled  out  the  joys  of  fight. 

Then  forth,  in  frenzy,  would  they  hie. 

While  wildly  loose  their  red  locks  fiy. 
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And  dmoing  round  the  blazing  pile, 
They  Jiiake  such  barbarous  mirth  tlie  while, 
Aa  best  might  to  the  mind  recall 
The  boiBterouE  joys  of  Odin's  hall. 

And  well  our  ChristiaG  sires  of  old 

Loved,  when  the  year  ila  course  had  rolleii. 

And  brougjit  blithe  Christmas  back  again, 

With  all  his  liospitable  train. 

Dome'stic  and  religions  rite 

Gave  honor  to  the  holy  night: 

On  Chi-istniaa  eve  the  bells  were  rung; 

On  Christcnaa  eve  the  mass  was  sung; 

That  only  night,  in  all  tlie  year, 

Saw  the  etoled  priest  the  chalice  rear. 

The  damsel  donned  her  kirtle  sheen  ; 

The  hall  was  dressed  witli  holly  green; 

Forth  to  the  wood  did  merry-men  go, 

To  gather  in  ths  mistletoe. 

Than  opened  wide  tiie  baron's  hall 

To  vassal,  tenant,  serf,  and  all; 

Power  Idd  his  rod  of  rule  aside, 

And  Ceremony  doffed  his  pride. 

The  heir,  with  roses  in  his  shoes. 

That  nigbt  might  village  pai'tner  choose. 

The  lord,  underogating,  share 

The  vulgar  game  of  "post  and  pair." 

All  hailed,  with  uncontrolled  delight, 

And  general  voice,  the  happy  night. 

That  to  the  cottage,  as  the  crown. 

Brought  tidings  of  salvation  down. 

The  Are,  with  well-dried  logs  supplied. 
Went  roaring  up  the  chimney  wide 


h,  Google 


MARHION.                                            267 

"' 

Th      h           h  11  t  bl              1          f 

b      bb  d  t  n    t    h         t^      1  V        g    ce, 

B        tl          po      t                   Id 

N          1   to  !    t  th      1            ail 

rh               b        ht        tb     1    ty  b 

By    Id  b!    -<.    t  d 

Tl        tigrmbr'hdi           di  liigii, 

C    st  d  with  by        d         my 

W  11          th     g         g    b  d  rai         t  11, 

1                   H           h            d      h         th         nst      fell; 

Wl    t  d        b  f       1      d     th  J      t 

Ad    11  th    b   t n„    f  th    b 

Tl      w         1          d            od  b           b  wis, 

G         h  d       11      bb         bl  t(   ly  tl  wis. 

Tl         th     h             1             k  d    h     1  by 

PI      b  po     d£,      t    d   ai  a  Ch  i=ti        pie ; 

N     fail  1    Id  b    ti    d  t    prod 

it       J   1  g!  t  1     h             J  g  OS 

Tl                tl            V        k  w 

Ad          1        ir  d       th  bhth           d     ; 

If     lui   1  d                  tl           s 

It     as      h     ty      t        d    t 

Wh     1   L        J         tl        m      m    g 

Tia  ea     f             t         t 

« h  t      h  rls      ppl    d  th     m    q        d 

Ad         ttdhlth           ra        d 

B  t,  O       1   t      aak            hly  d    1 1 

C       b      t    i   boso       h  It         1  j,U 

E     1     d     Bs          y  E     1     d      1 

Old  Ch     tn       fa      gl  t  h       po  ta  a„    n. 

T         Ch     tm      broa  h  d  th         git   at  ale; 

T         CI      t         t  Id  tl           n      t  tale ; 

A  Ch     t                bit          Id     1 

Th    p                   i       t  thr       h  i   it  the  year. 

h,  Google 


268                                            MAftMlOS. 

yt  m  g               th      1 

S                    1      f  tl     g     I    11  ti 
Ad    till   w  thin              11  y    h 
W      1   M  ih     k    a    d  t  tl     d 
E          hi,pb           tsffthd  claim 
T           tl           ir          d         pty 
r            re      f  bl     d           p         b    d     11, 
I           m      th      th    ra       ta       tt  am 
i  d  tl       my  Oh  ist          tUl  I  h  Id 
Wi           y  &     tg     d           m      f    Id; 
W  th       b     1)      1       d  il          1 
Ad               d    postol           — 
Tl      1  lat      d  1    ly  t  d     t      1  ar 
Ad               h     ty  w  th 
AdJ         t        thwtlt]        Itad          : 
SmUtl      ^It      aa  h            aft      tm 
E      t    b    h  t  h  d     t         hy 
Tl           il                uia    nly  b  ost, 
Th  t  h             1  J  1  t    1            t 
Th    baj    i    d             f  ki         ra        d 
4  d  1    t  h     1    d— b  t  1   pt  i      b     d. 

I     thes     d        h  11     wh        w  1           k  nd, 

I        tl   f      1  h  rty        b     d 

Wi             d   1  f      dsh  p  g        th    h  nd, 

\dfle3          tratthnig      wd 
Ol  th    1      d  ra    th  t  Tiles    h    1    d 
L    1     w     h     1  tl      t  mp    t  d    w 
W  i  1                       th       d           1     h 
Sp    d        tl       w    gs  th    p            y  ar. 

i  d  M    t           h  11           f                   w 
Wh           t      1  af              th     b     gi 
T       d  1         th       w  11       d  t         8^  in, 

1    I  U    t    1          th      w     t  d 

h,  Google 


..,„„. 

And  hulda  his  mirrnr  to  her  lace, 
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\    g             :  d  Ij     p    1     th  t  OX, 
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Whose  withering  glance  no  heart  can  brook. 

As  true  a  huntsman  doth  he  look. 

As  bugle  e'er  in  brake  did  sound, 

Or  ever  holloaed  to  a  hound. 

To  chase  the  fiend,  and  win  the  prize, 

In  that  same  dungeon  ever  tries 

An  aged  Necromantic  Priest ; 

It  is  an  hundred  years  at  least, 

Since  'twixt  them  first  the  strife  begun, 

And  neither  yet  has  lost  or  won. 

And  oft  the  conjuror's  words  will  make 

Tlie  stubborn  Demon  groan  and  quake ; 

And  oil  the  bands  of  iron  breaJt, 

Or  burst  one  lock,  that  slill  amain. 

Fast  as  'tis  opened,  shuts  sgmn. 

That  magic  strife  witJiin  the  tomb 

May  last  until  the  day  of  doom, 

Unless  the  Adept  shall  learn  to  Icll 

The  very  word  that  clenched  the  spell. 

When  Praiich'mont  locked  the  treasure  cell. 

An  hundred  years  are  past  and  gone, 

And  scarcB  fliree  letters  has  lie  won, 


Such  general  superstition  may 

Excuse  for  old  PitacotlJe  say ; 

Whose  gossip  history  has  given 

My  song  the  messenger  from  heaven. 

That  warned,  in  Lithgow,  Scotland's  King, 

Nor  less  the  infernal  summoning. 

May  pass  the  monk  of  Durham's  tale, 

Whose  Demon  fought  in  Gothic  mail ; 

May  pardon  plead  for  Fordun  grave, 

Who  told  of  Gilford's  Goblin-Cave. 
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But  why  such  ji 

Who,  in  an  instant,  can  review 

Your  treasured  hoards  of  yarious  lore, 

And  furnish  twenty  thousand  more  ? 

Hoards,  not  lilte  their's  whose  volumes  rest 

Jjike  treasures  in  the  Pranoh'mont  chest; 

Wliilft  gripple  owners  still  refuse 

To  others  what  they  cannot  use ; 

Give  them  the  priest's  whole  century. 

They  shall  not  spell  you  letters  three ; 

Their  pleasure  in  the  boot's  the  same 

The  magpie  takes  in  pilfered  gem. 

Thy  volumes,  open  oa  thy  heart. 

Delight,  amusement,  science,  art, 

To  every  ear  and  eye  impart; 

Yet  who,  of  all  who  thus  employ  them, 

Can,  like  the  owner's  self,  enjoy  thein?- 

But,  harl: !  I  hear  the  distant  drum : 

The  day  of  Flodden  field  is  come. — 

Adieu,  dear  Heber!  life  and  liealth, 

And  store  of  literary  wealtU. 
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Descended  to  a  feeble  girl, 

From  Red  De  Clai-e,  stout  Gloster'a  Earl: 

Of  such  a  stem,  a  sapling'  weak, 

He  ne'er  shall  bend,  althongli  he  break. 

"But  see!  —  what  makes  this  armor  here?" 

FoL'  ill  her  path  there  lay 
Targe,  corslet,  helm; — she  viewed  thorn  near. — 
"The  hreasfrphte  pierced!  —  Aye,  much  I  fear, 
Weak  fence  irert  thou  '{,''iiinst  foeman'a  spear, 
That  hath  made  fatal  entrance  here. 

As  tliese  dark  blood-gouts  say. — 
Thus  Wilton! — Oh!  not  corslet's  ward. 
Not  truth,  as  diamond  pure  and  hard, 
Could  ho  thy  manly  bosom's  guard, 

On  yon  disastrous  day'"  — 
She  raised  hei  eyes  in  mournful  mood, — 
WiLTOV  hitiiaeh   before  her  stood  ' 
It  might  have  teemed  bis  passing  ghost, 
Tor  every  jouthful  grice  Mas  lost, 
And  joy  unwonted,  ind  surpnae, 
Gave  their  strange  wildness  to  his  eyes  — 
Expect  not  noble  dames  and  lords, 
That  I  cTin  tell  such  scene  in  words 
What  skillful  limner  e'er  would  choose 
To  paint  the  rainbow's  varying  hues, 
Unless  to  mortal  it  were  given 
To  dip  his  brush  in  dyes  of  heaven' 

Far  less  i,an  ray  weak  line  declare 
Each  changing  passion's  shade , 

Brightt-ning  to  lapture  from  despair. 

Sorrow   fcurprise,  and  pity  there, 

And  joy,  witli  her  angelic  air, 

4nd  hope  that  points  the  future  fair. 
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Their  varying  hues  displayed : 
Each  o'er  its  rival's  ground  extending-, 
Alternate  conquering',  shifting,  blending. 
Till  all,  fatigued,  the  conflict  yield, 
And  mighty  Love  retains  the  field. 
Shortly  I  tell  what  then  he  said, 
By  many  a  tender  word  delayed. 
And  modest  blush,  and  buvsdng  sigh, 
And  question  kind,  and  fond  reply. 
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De  Wilton  in  Ills  palmer's  dreas : 

For  now  tliat  sable  slough  ia  alied, 

And  trimmed  my  shaggy  beard  and  head, 
I  scarcely  know  me  in  a  glasa, 
A  chance  moat  wond'roua  did  provide. 
That  I  should  be  that  Baron'a  guide  — 
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Of  power  M  clear  my  injured  fame. 
And  vindicate  De  Wilton's  name. — 
Percliiinoe  you  heai-d  the  Abbess  tell 
Of  the  strange  pageantry  of  Hell, 

That  broke  our  secret  speech  — 
It  rose  from  the  infernal  shade, 
Or  featly  was  some  juggle  played, 

A  tale  of  poaco  to  teach. 
Appeal  to  Heaven  [  judged  reaa  best. 
When  my  name  came  among  the  real. 

"Now  here,  within  Tantallon  hold. 
To  Douglas  late  my  tale  I  told. 
To  whom  my  house  was  known  of  old. 
Won  by  my  proofs,  his  falchion  bright 
Thia  eve  anew  shall  dub  me  knight 
These  were  the  arms  that  once  did  turn 
The  fide  of  fight  on  Otterbume, 
And  Harry  Hotspur  forced  to  yield, 
When  tiie  Dead  Douglas  won  the  field. 
These  Angus  gave  —  his  anoorer'a  care. 
Ere  morn,  shall  every  breach  reptur; 
For  naught,  he  said,  was  in  hta  balls, 
But  ancient  armor  on  the  walls. 
And  aged  chargers  in  the  stalls, 
And  women,  priests,  and  gray-haired  men; 
The  rest  were  all  in  Twiaeil  glen. 
And  now  I  watch  my  armor  here, 
By  laiv  of  arms,  till  midnig'ht's  near; 
Then,  once  again  a  belted  knight, 
Seek  Surrey's  camp  with  dawn  of  light 

"  There  soon  again  we  meet,  my  Clare ! 
This  Baron  means  to  guide  thee  there 
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Then  at  the  altar  Wilton  kneels, 
And  Clare  the  spurs  bound  on  his  heela ; 
And  think  what  next  he  must  have  felt. 
At  buckling  of  tJie  falchion  belt! 

And  judge  how  Clara  changed  her  hue. 
While  fastening  to  her  lover's  side 
A  friend,  which,  though  iu  danger  tried. 

He  once  hod  found  untrue '. 
Then  Douglas  struck  him  with  his  blado : 
"  Saint  Michael  and  Saint  Andi-ew  aid, 

I  dub  thee  knight. 
Arise,  Sir  RaJph,  De  Wilton's  heir! 
For  king,  for  church,  for  lady  fair, 

See  that  thou  iighL"  — 
And  Bishop  Gawain,  as  he  rose, 
Said,  —  "Wilton!  grievo  not  for  thy  ivoe^ 

Disgrace,  and  trouble ; 
For  He,  who  honor  best  bestows. 

May  give  tliee  double."  — 
De  Wilton  sobbed,  for  sob  he  must  — 
"Where'er  I  meet  a  Douglas,  trust 

That  Douglas  is  my  brother!"  — 
"  Nay,  nay,"  old  Angus  said,  "  not  so ; 
To  Surrey's  camp  thou  now  must  go, 

Thy  wrongs  no  longer  smother. 
I  have  two  sons  in  yonder  field; 
And,  if  thou  meet'at  tham  under  shidd, 
Upon  them  bravely  —  do  tliy  worst ; 
And  ftiul  fall  him  that  blenches  first ! " 


Not  far  advanced  waa  morning  day, 
When  Marmion  did  his  troop  array 
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L    1  \  g       th      h    t  1    d     — 
On  the  Earl's  cli'ek  the  flush  of  rago 
O'ercame  the  ashen  hue  of  age : 
Fierce  he  hroke  forth   —  "  \nd  dar'st  thou  then 
To  beard  the  lion  in  his  den 
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Altt      fgdb      iJdt      pd 
Dd  k      ht        f    I      d    d 

At  first  in  heart  it  liked  me  ill, 
When  the  King  praised  hia  clerkly  skill, 
Thanks  to  Saint  Bothan,  son  of  mine, 
Save  Gawain,  ne'er  could  pen  a  line" 
So  BAVoie  I   and  I  swear  it  still, 
Let  my  boy  bishop  fret  his  fill  — 
Sunt  Mar)   mend  my  fiery  mood ' 
Old  age  ne'ei  cools  the  Douglis  blood, 
I  thought  to  slay  him  whpre  he  stood    - 
Tis  pity  of  him,  too,"  he  cried  , 
"  Bold  can  he  epeak,  and  (airly  nde 
1  warrant  him  a  warrior  Ciied"  — 
With  thiB  bis  mandate  he  recalls, 
\nd  slowly  »epk*i  his  castle  halls 

The  day  in  filirmion's  journey  wne 
Yet,  ere  hi'j  passion's  gust  wat  o'er, 
They  crossed  the  heights  nf  Stannffg  moor. 
His  troop  more  closely  there  he  scannetl, 
And  nnssed  the  Palmor  from  thu  band  — 
'  Pdlnei  cr  ml     ^cm^  Bhiint  did  3%y, 
"  He  parted  it  the  peep  of  day , 
Gool  sooth  it  was  in  strange  array" 
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"  In  what  arriy  ? "  said  Mamiion,  quick. 

"  My  lord,  I  ill  cno  spell  the  trick ; 

But  all  night  long,  witli  clink  and  bang, 

Close  to  my  couch  did  hammers  clang; 

At  dawn  the  falling'  drawbridge  lang, 

And  from  a  Joop-hole  while  I  peep, 

Old  Bell-the-Cat  came  from  the  Keepj 

Wrapped  in  a  gown  of  sables  fair. 

As  fearful  of  tho  morning  air; 

Beneath,  when  that  was  blown  aside, 

A  rusty  shirt  of  mail  I  spied, 

By  Archibalil  won  in  bloody  work. 

Against  the  Saracen  and  Turk : 

Last  night  it  hung  not  in  the  hall : 

I  thought  some  maivel  would  befall. 

And  nest  I  saw  them  saddled  lead 

Old  Cheviot  forth,  tho  Earl's  best  steed ; 

A  matchless  horse,  though  something  old, 

Prompt  to  his  paces,  cool  and  bold. 

1  heard  the  Sheriff  Shoito  say. 

The  Earl  did  much  the  Master  pray 

To  use  hiui  on  the  bettle-day ; 

But  he  preferred  "  —  "  Nay,  Henry,  ceaeo ! 

Thon  sworn  horse-courser,  hold  thy  peace. - 

Eustace,  thou  hear'st  a  brain  —  I  pray. 

What  did  Blount  see  at  break  of  day?"  — 

"In  brief,  my  lord,  we  botli  descried 
(For  I  then  stood  by  Henry's  side) 
The  Palmer  mount,  and  outwards  ride, 
Upon  the  Earl's  o^vn  favorite  steed; 
All  sheathed  he  was  in  armor  bright^ 
And  much  resembled  that  same  kni^t 
Subdued  by  you  in  Cotswold  fight; 
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Lord  Angus  wished  him  speed."  — 
The  instant  thai  Pita-Euatace  spoke, 
A  sudden  light  on  Marmion  brake;  — 
"Ah!  dastard  fool,  to  reason  lost!" 
He  muttered  i  '"Twas  not  fay  nor  ghost 
I  met  upon  the  moonlight  ivold, 
But  living  man  of  earthly  mould.  — 

O  dotage  blind  and  gross  ! 
Had  I  but  fouglit  as  wont,  one  thrust 
Had  kid  De  Wilton  in  the  dual. 

My  path  no  more  to  cross  — 
Hon     t     d  w  —  I      t  Id  bis  taJe 

To  D     glaa         1       th  ail; 

'Twas  th      f         1         i  }      rugged  brow. — 
Will  S  rr  y  d        t        t  tfa 
'Gai    t  Maj-  h    g    d   p    ved  and  VMn? 

Sm  11       k     f  tl   t  1  tr  w  — 
Yet  CI  h   p  q      t  ns  m  St  I  shun ; 

Must      1   rat     C      t  f   m  the  Nun  — 

O  «h  t      ta     1   I  w  b  ve, 

Wh       fi    t         p      t       to  d      ive  — 


Id  q     11  L    d  Marmion." 


!i    ULged  to  speed 

the  Tweed, 

d  then  march. 


Our  t! 
Hard  bj 
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Unusual  movem    t      „l  t  d       y 

Amid  the  shifting  lines ; 
The  Scottish  host  drawn  out  appeura. 
For,  flashing  on  the  hedge  of  spears. 

The  eastern  sunbeam  shines. 
Their  front  now  deepening,  now  extending. 
Their  flank  inclining,  wheeling,  bending, 
Now  drawing  back,  and  now  descending, 
The  skillful  Marmion  well  could  know 
Thay  watched  the  motions  of  some  foe, 
Who  traversed  on  the  plain  below. 


Even  so  it  was;  — from  Flodden  ridge 
The  Scots  beheld  the  English  host 
Leave  Bai'more-wood,  their  evening  post. 
And,  heedfiil,  watched  them  as  they  crossed 

The  Till  by  Twiaell  bridge. 

High  sight  it  is,  and  haughty,  while 
They  dive  into  the  deep  defile; 
Beneath  the  caverned  clifF  they  fi.ll, 
Beneath  the  castle's  airy  wall. 
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O  for  ODP  hour  of  Wallacp  wif,iit 
Or  well  skilltd  Bfui,e,  to  rulp  the  fight, 
And  crv  —  "  Samt   ^iidreir  and  our  rig-ht!" 
\nother  -jlght  had  Been  that  mom, 
Piom  Fatp'g  duik  book  a  Ic-if  been  toiil, 
And  PloJden  had  been  Binnock  bourne !  — 
The  preuioua  hour  hjs  paaapi!  in  vain, 
And  Eng-laiid  a  hoat  has  gained  the  plain ; 
Wheeling  their  maich   and  circling  sfiil, 
\round  tl.p  base  of  Flodden  hiil 

Ere  }et  the  bands  met  MiriniOB'f.  eye, 
Fitz  Eustace  ehouted  loud  and  high,  — 
"  Hark '  iiaik  '  my  lord,  an  English  drum  i 
And  ^ee  i?o  ending  squadrons  oomo 

Between  Tweed's  river  and  the  lull, 
Foot,  horse,  and  cannon ,  —  hap  what  hap, 
My  basnet  to  a  'prentice  c^p, 

Lnrd  Surrey's  o'er  Ih?  Till'  — 
Yet  more'  yet  more'  — how  fair  arrayed 
They  file  fiom  out  the  hawthorn  shade, 

And  sweep  so  gallant  by! 
With  all  their  banners  bravely  spreaj], 

And  all  their  armor  flashing  high, 
Saint  George  might  waken  from  the  dead. 

To  see  fair  England's  standards  fly."  — 
"  Stint  in  thy  prate,"  quoth  Blount ;  "  thou'dst  best, 
4  d  I   t       t  1    d     1    h    t.   ~ 

Whkdl       b        LodM  d,— 

T]  t  nt  b  b    d        y  1 

Th  t  h     q      kly  d 

Tht  yjnLodfa       yhL 

If  ti  1 1  K  n„  Jam      —  11  I  tmet, 

Th  t  ft  h    h        11       d  r  1 1  h         at. 
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The  Ladv  Clare  bel  inj  our  lines 
Shall  tanrj    whilf  the  battle  joins."  ~ 


Hini^elf  he  inift  on  hoFSPback  tlirew, 
ScarLe  to  the  Abbot  bid  adieu  : 
Far  lc3E,  Hould  listen  to  his  prayer, 
To  leave  behind  the  helpless  Clare. 
Down  to  the  Tiveod  his  band  he  drew, 
And  mattered,  as  thp  flood  they  view, 
"The  pheasant  in  the  filcon'a  claw. 
He  erirt.e  will  yield  to  please  a  daw; 
Lrtrd   ^njQ3  inij   tiia   \bbot  awe, 
Sn  Clare  shall  bide  mill  me." 
Then  on  that  dangerous  ford,  and  deep, 
Where  to  the  T«eed  Leaf's  eddies  creep 

He  venfuied  desperately 
\nd  not  T  moment  will  he  bide, 
Till  Bqiure,  or  groom,  betore  him  ride ; 
Headmost  of  all  he  steino  the  tide, 

And  stems  it  gallantly 
Eustice  held  Clare  upon  her  hor.ge, 

Old  Herbert  lield  her  mm. 
Stoutly  tht,y  bravud  the  uurrent's  course. 
And,  though  fu.i   doHii«j.rd  driven  perforce^ 

The  southern  bank  they  gain ; 
Behind  them,  straggling   come  to  shore, 

4s  best  they  might,  the  train : 
Each  o'er  hie  head  his  ye" -bow  bore, 

Deep  need  that  day  that  every  string. 
By  Ket  unharmed,  should  sharply  ring. 
A  moment  then  Lord  Marmion  staid. 
And  breatlied  his  steel    his  men  arrayed, 
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Blount  and  Fitii-Eustace  rested  still 
With  Lady  Clare  upon  the  hill  ■ 
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On  nhicJi  (for  far  the  tiaj   was  spent) 
The  weBtern  sunbeams  noii   were  bent 
The  ciy  they  iieard,  its  meamug  knew, 
Coulil  plain  their  distant  comradt-s  view , 
Saill}   to  Blount  did  EuEface  aay, 

Unviorthv  office  here  tD  stay' 
No  hopp  ot   gilded  spare,  to  daj  — 
But,  see    look  up  — on  Tlodden  bent, 
The  Scottish  foe  has  tired  his  tent"  — 

And  sudden,  as  he  spoke, 
Prom  the  sharp  ndgea  of  the  hill, 
All  do«nnaril  to  thp  bants  of  Till, 

Was  wreithed  in  sablp  smoke 
Volumed  ind  last,  and  rolling  lar, 
The  cloud  emeloped  Srotland'o  wai. 

As  down  thp  full  thej   broke. 
Nor  martial  shout,  nor  minstrel  tone, 
Announced  their  man_h ,  their  tread  alone, 
At  times  one  warning  trumpet  blown, 

At  times  a  stifled  hum, 
Told  England,  from  his  mountain  throne 

King  JamPS  did  rushmg  come  — 
S(,arce  could  they  hear  or  see  their  foes. 
Until  at  weapon  point  they  close  ^- 
They  ulose,  in  clouds  of  smol  e  and  dust, 
With  sword  sway  and  with  lance's  thrust, 

And  Buch  a  yell  was  there, 
Of  sudden  ind  portentous  birth 
As  if  men  fought  upon  the  earth 

And  tiends  in  upper  air 
Long  looked  the  anxious  stiuirp      Iheir  eye 
Could  in  the  darkness  mugiit  desiiy 
At  length  the  freshening  western  blast 
Aside  the  shroud  of  battle  caal 
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And,  first,  the  ridge  of  mingled  speara 
Above  the  bilghtening-  cloud  appears ; 
And  ill  the  smoke  the  pennons  flew, 
As  in  the  storm  the  white  sea-mew. 
Then  marked  they,  dashing  broad  and  far, 
The  broken  billows  of  the  war, 
And  plumed  crests  of  chieftains  brave, 
Floating  like  foam  upon  the  wave; 

But  naught  distinct  they  sea ; 
Wide  raged  the  battle  on  the  plain ; 
Speara  shook,  and  falchions  flashed  amain 
Fell  England's  arrow-flight  like  rain ; 
Crests  rose,  and  stooped,  and  rose  again, 

Wild  and  disorderly. 
Amid  the  scene  of  tumult,  high 
They  saw  Lord  Marmion's  falcon  fly : 
And  stainless  Tunstall's  banner  white. 
And  Edmund  Howard's  -lion  bright, 
Still  bear  them  bravely  in  the  fight; 

Although  against  them  como. 
Of  gallant  Gordons  many  a  one, 
And  many  a  stubhoru  Highlandman, 
And  many  a  rugged  Border  clan. 

With  Huntley,  and  with  Home. 

Far  on  the  left,  unseen  the  while, 
Stanley  broke  Lennox  and  Argyle ; 
Though  there  the  western  mountaineer 
Rushed  with  bare  bosom  on  the  spear. 
And  flung  the  feeble  targe  aside, 
And  with  both  hands  the  broadsword  plied ! 
'Twas  rain.  —  But  Fortune,  on  the  ri^ht, 
With  fickle  amile,  cheered  Scotland's  fight. 
Then  fell  that  spotless  banner  white. 


h,  Google 


The  Howard's  lion  fell : 
Yet  still  Lord  Marmioa's  falcon  flew 
With  wavering  flig-ht,  while  fiercer  grew 

Around  the  battle  yell. 
The  border  slogan  rent  the  sky ! 
A  Home!  a  Gordon!  waa  the  cry; 

Loud  were  the  clanging  blows ; 
Advanced, — foroed  back,  —  now  low,  now  hig 

The  pennon  sank  and  rose ; 
As  bends  the  bark's  mast  in  the  gale. 
When  rent  are  rigging,  shrouds,  and  sail, 

It  wa.verGd  mid  the  foes. 
No  longer  Blount  the  view  could  bears  — 
"By  heaven,  and  all  its  saints!  I  swear, 

I  will  not  see  it  lost! 
Fitz-Eustace,  you  with  Lady  Clare 
May  bid  your  beads,  and  patter  prayer,— 

I  gallop  to  tlie  host." 
And  to  the  fray  he  rode  amain, 
Followed  by  all  the  archer  train. 
The  fiery  youth,  with  desperate  charge, 
Made,  for  a  space,  an  opening'  large,  — 

The  rescued  banner  rose, 
But  darkly  closed  the  war  around, 
Ijike  pine-tree,  rooted  from  the  ground. 

It  sunk  among  the  foes. 
Then  Eustace  mounted  too;  —  yet  staid, 
As  loth  to  leave  the  helpless  maid, 

When,  fast  as  shaft  can  fly. 
Bloodshot  his  eyes,  his  nostrils  spread. 
The  loose  rein  dangling  frocn  his  head. 
Housing  and  saddle  bloody  red, 

Lord  Marmion's  steed  rushed  by. 
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And  Eustace,  maddening  at  the  sight, 
A  look  and  sign  to  Clari  caet, 
Tn  mark  he  would  return  in  haste, 

Then  plunged  into  the  fight 


Asli  me  not  wliat  tbe  inaiden  feels, 

I^ft  in  that  dreadful  hour  alone: 
Perchance  her  reason  stoops  or  reels ; 

Perchance  a  courage,  not  hor  own, 

Brnces  her  mind  to  desperate  tone.  — 
The  scattered  van  of  England  wheels ; 

She  only  sM,  as  loud  in  aii- 

The  tumult  roared,  "Is  Wilton  there?"  — 

They  fly,  or,  maddened  by  despair. 

Fight  but  to  die.  — "Is  Wilton  there?'  — 
With  that,  straight  up  the  hilt  there  roi!e 

Two  horsemen  drenched  with  gore, 
And  in  their  arms,  a  helpless  load, 

A  wounded  knight  they  bore. 
His  hand  still  strained  tlie  broken  brand; 
His  arms  were  smeared  wifJi  blood  and  saniJ: 
Dragged  from  among  the  horses'  feet, 
With  dinted  shield,  and  helmet  beat, 
The  falcon-crest  and  plumage  gone, 
Can  that  be  haughty  Marmion!-... 
Young  Blount  hia  armor  did  unlace. 
And,  gazing  on  his  ghastly  face. 

Said  — "By  Saint  George,  he's  gone! 
That  spear-wound  Jias  our  master  sped, 
And  see  the  deep  cut  on  his  head ! 

Good  night  to  Marmion."  — 
"  Unnurtured  Blount !  —  thy  brawling  cease : 
He  opes  his  eyes,"  said  Eustace;  "peace!"  — 
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When,  doffed  Iiia  casque,  he  felt  free  air, 
Ai-ound  'gan  Marmioii  wildly  stare:  — 
"Where's  Harry  Blount?   Fitz-Euatace  whra«? 
Linger  ye  here,  ye  hearts  of  hare ! 
Redeem  my  pennon,  —  charge  again! 
Cry  — '  Marmion  to  the  rescue ! '  —  Vain ! 
Last  of  my  race,  on  battle  plain 
That  ahout  shall  ne'er  be  heard  agiin!  — 
Yet  my  last  thought  is  England's:  —  fly. 
To  Daore  bear  my  signet-ring; 
Tell  him  his  squadrons  up  to  bring.  ~ 
Fitz-Bustace,  to  Lord  Surrey  hie ; 
Tunstall  lies  dead  upon  the  field ; 
His  life-hlood  stains  the  spotless  shield  i 
Edmund  is  down;  — my  life  is  reft;  — 
The  Admiral  alone  is  lell. 
Let  Stanley  charge  with  spue  of  fire, — 
With  Chester  charge,  and  Lancashire, 
Fu]l  upon  Scotland's  centra)  host, 
Or  victory  aiid  England's  lost,— 
Must  I  bid  twice  ?  —  hence,  varlets !  fly ! 
Leave  Marmion  here  alone  —  to  die,"  — 
They  parted,  and  alone  he  lay; 
Clare  drew  her  from  the  sight  away, 
Till  pain  wrung  forth  a  lowly    loan 
And  half  he  murmured  —    Is  there  none. 

Of  all  my  halls  hi  e       rot 
Page,  squire,  or  groo      one  cup  to  bring 
Of  blessed  water,  fron    the  spr  ng 
To  slake  my  dyiii^,  th   st   "  — 


O,  woman!  in  onr  hours  of  ease, 
UncerKun,  coy,  and  hard  to  please. 
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Then,  as  remembrance  rose,  — 
"  Speak  not  to  me  of  shrift  or  prayer ' 

I  must  redreas  her  woes. 
Short  space,  few  words,  are  cnine  to  spare, 
Forgive  and  listen,  gentle  Clare ! "  ~ 

"  Alas ! "  she  said,  "  tlia  while,  — 
O  think  of  your  immortal  weal ! 
In  vain  for  Constance  is  your  zeal ; 

She died  at  Holy  Isle"  — 

Lord  Marmion  "laitcd  from  the  ground, 

As  light  a^  if  he  lelt  no  wound 

Thoufrh  m  the  iclion  burit  the  tide. 

In  tonents   from  his  wo  inded  s  de 

'  Then  it  was  truth'"  — he  said  —  "I  knew 

That  the  dirk  presage  must  be  true 
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Ever,  h''  siid,  t)iat,  cIosp  and  noir, 

A  lady's  ^oice  ivis  in  his  eir, 

And  that  the  prie=t  he  could  not  hear, 

For  that  tJio  evei  Buag, 
"In  the  lost  battle,  home  down  hi/  the Jlying, 
mere  mingles  tern's  rattle  with  groans  of  the 

S     tl       "t 

A      d  th       F      1   —      t}       (lel  hand, 
SI   k         t  tl      ly  and !  — 

O  look      y  P      y        gn 

Of  Ih     R  li  d       e; 

O  th    k         f  tl    and  bl        — 
Bjmy      d      Lbllh        been, 
And  m    j  put   g    een, 

B  t  ht  1 1      th       — 

Th  t!    t  !  p        did  fail, 

Now  trebly  thunder::!^  swclleil  the  gale, 

And  — Stanley!  was  the  ciy ;  — 
A  light  on  Marmion's  visage  spread, 

And  fired  his  glazing  eye  ; 
Witli  dying  hand,  above  his  head 
He  shook  the  fragment  of  his  blade, 

And  shonted  "Victory! — - 
Charge,  Chester,  charge!  On,  Stanley,  on'" 
Were  the  last  words  of  Marmion. 
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N       isjb  I     L        tl     pi  ad  rera  stray.— 
O  Lady,    cried  the  Monh,     an  ey .    — 

And  placed  her  on  her  steed ; 
And  led  her  to  tlia  chapel  lair, 

Of  Tilmouth  upon  Tweed 
There  all  tlie  night  they  spent  in  prayer, 
And,  at  the  dawn  of  morning,  there 
She  met  her  Idnsnian,  Lord  Fitz-CIare. 


B  t  as    1  c^   left  t!  p   lark     ng  I  patf 
More  de  p    atp  g  p      tl      at   fe  of  death 
The  Engl  sh  shafts    □  volleys  1  a  led 
I     heidlono'  chit^^e  the  r  1  otse  a  aa  led 
Front,  fla  I     and    ear   thp  squadrons  sweep 
To  b  eak  the  Scott  al    c  rclp   leep 
That  fo  igl  f  around    he  r  k  ng 
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But  yet  from  out  the  little  hill 
Oozes  the  slender  springlet  still. 

Oft  halts  the  stranger  there. 
For  thence  may  best  his  curious  eye 
The  raemorable  field  descry; 
And  shepherd  boys  repair 
To  seek  the  water-flag  and  rush, 
And  i-est  them  by  the  hazel-bush, 

And  plait  their  garlands  fair; 
Nov  dream  they  ait  upon  the  grave 
That  holds  the  bones  of  Marmion  brave.  — 

When  thou  shall  find  the  little  hill, 

With  thy  heart  commune,  and  be  still 

If  ever,  in  temptation  strong, 

Thou  left'st  tiie  right  path  for  the  wrong; 

If  every  devious  step,  thus  trode, 

Still  led  thee  farther  from  the  road; 

Dread  thou  !o  speak  presmnptuous  Aooia 

On  noble  Marmion's  lowly  tomb; 

But  say,  "He  died  a  gallant  knight, 

With  sword  in  hand,  for  England's  right." 

I  do  not    ly   e  to  that  dull,  elf, 

Who    a     ot    mage    o  himseF, 

Th  t  all  t!  on  h  Hodden's  dismal  night, 

W  Iton      as  fo  e  nost  in  the  fight ; 

Th  t,  when  b    ve  S  rrey's  steed  was  slain, 

'Twa    Wit  n  mounted  him  again; 

'Twas  Wilton's  brand  that  deepest  hewed 

Amid  the  speatmaii'a  stahborn  wood ; 

Unnamed  by  HoUinslied  or  Hall, 

He  was  the  living  soul  of  all ; 

That,  afl^r  fight,  his  faith  made  plain, 

He  won  his  rank  and  lands  again.- 
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A  d     I     fe   1  1  IB    Id  p  t        1  shield 
W  U    b        <ra  Fl  dd  n  field.  — 

N  I  t    t(   t    m  pi  d, 

T       1         t        t       t   m    b    sftid, 
Th  t  k  d  kins         A  d  agree, 

T    bl        t       CI  nsta    y; 

Wh  t,       les    I  ral  t 

Paj  t  t    h  d  th    b    1  i     state ; 

Th  t  W    1    J  th     hi      in^r  spoke, 

M         SI         d  D       y   I       ed  the  joke: 
Th  t  bl  ff  K        Hit!  tain  drew, 

AdCth  hdth      to  king  threw; 

A  d    fl  d     f         nny      day, 

Th  t   t  h  Id  gh  t      ay, 

I     bl  to  dd  d  p  IT 

L       th  y  Ik    Wit  d  like  Clare!" 


Why  thpii  t  flnil  note  prolong. 

Or  lenirtiicn  out  -i  ulosing  song, 

U  I        t     b  d   J      g    tl        pe  d, 

Wh    1         h        1    ted  t       y  rede? 

T      t  t         n  gra         t         h   nay  deign 

r  d  tU    M      tr  1      dl      train, 

&o     d  h    d      1         h     d      nd  pierting  wil 

A  d  p  t     ti     I       t—       P        ' 

A  g   1    d  f     th    h  est, 

And  t   m  d  by  h      I      1  the  best; 

T  y  1      ly  1  dy  bn  hi, 

Wh  t      n  I       1   b  t  f  thf  1  knight? 
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To  every  faithful  lovei-  too, 

What  can  I  wisli  but  hdy  true? 

And  knowledge  to  the  studious  sage; 

And  pillow  soft  to  hsad  of  age. 

To  thee,  dear  achoolboy,  whom  ray  lay 

Has  clieated  of  thy  hour  of  play. 

Light  task,  and  meiry  holiday ! 

To  all,  to  each,  a  fair  good  night, 

And  pleasing  dreHms,  and  slumbera  light ! 
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THE  LADY  OF  THE  LAKE. 
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THE    LADY    OF    THE    LAKE. 


CANTO  FIRST. 


Harp  of  the  North  I  that  nioulderiag  long'  haet  hung 
On  the  wilch-elm  that  sliades  Saint  Fillan'a  spring 

And  down  the  fitial  breeze  thy  numbers  flung, 
Till  envious  ivy  did  around  thee  cling, 
Muffling  with  verdant  ringlet  every  string  — 

Oh  minstrel  Hiirp .'  still  must  thine  accents  sleep  ? 
Mid  rustling  lepvea  and  fonotains  murmuring. 

Still  must  thy  sweeter  sounds  their  silence  keep, 

Nor  bid  a  warrior  smile,  nor  teach  a  maid  to  weep? 

Not  thus,  in  ancient  days  of  Caledon, 

Was  thy  voice  rnu(«  amid  the  festal  crowd, 
When  lay  of  hopeless  love,  or  glory  won. 

Aroused  the  fearful,  or  subdued  the  proud. 

At  each  according  pause,  was  lieard  aloud 
Thine  ardent  symphony  sublime  and  high ! 

Fair  dames  and  crested  chiefs  attention  bowed ; 
For  atill  the  burthen  of  thy  minstrelsy 
Was  Knighthood's  dauntJesa  deed,  and  Beauty's  match- 
less eye. 


h,  Google 


314                 Tf 

Oh  wake  once  ii 

ore !  how  rudo  s 

oc'er  the  hand 

That  ventures  o'er  thy  magic  maze  to  stray ; 
Oh  wake  once  more !  though  scarce  my  skill  coiii;nand 
Some  feeble  echoing  of  thine  earliei'  lay  ; 

Though  harsh  and  faint,  and  s 
And  0,11  unworthy  of  tliy  nobler  s 

Yet  if  one  heart  throb  liiglier  a 
The  wizard  note  has  not  been  tou 

on  to  die  away, 

tram, 

t  ita  sway, 

ched  in  vain. 

Then  silent  be  n 

0  more!  Enchantress,  wake  again. 
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H  gh  n  the  p  th  vaj  hung  the  sun, 
A:d  mJ  V  a  gjlla  t  stiyed  perforce, 
Wis  tan  to  breothe  his  laltering  horae; 
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And  of  tlie  trackera  of  the  deer 
Scarce  half  the  lessoning  pack  was  near; 
So  alirewdly,  on  the  mountain  siile, 
Plid  the  bold  hurst  tlicir  mettle  tried. 

The  noble  Stag  was  pausing  now 
Upon  tho  mountain's  southern  brow, 
Where  broad  extended  for  beneath, 
The  varied  realms  of  fair  MenteitL 
With  anxious  eye  he  wandered  o'er 
Mountain  and  meadow,  moss  and  moor, 
And  pondered  refuge  from  his  toil, 
By  far  Lochard  or  Aberfoyle. 
But  nearer  was  the  copsowood  gray 
That  waved  and  wept  on  Loch-Achray, 
And  mingled  with  the  pine-trees  blue 
On  the  bold  cliffs  of  Ben-venue. 
Fresh  vigor  with  the  hope  returned  — 
With  flying'  foot  the  heath  he  spumed, 
Held  westward  with  unweaiied  race, 
And  left  behind  the  panting  chase. 

'Twero  long'  to  tell  what  steeds  gave  o'er, 
As  swept  the  hunt  through  Cambus-more ; 
What  reins  were  tightened  in  despair, 
When  rose  Benledi's  ridge  in  air; 
Who  flagged  upon  Bochaatle's  heath. 
Who  shunned  to  stem  the  flooded  Teith  ^ 
For  twice,  that  day,  from  shore  to  shore. 
The  gallant  Stag  swam  atoully  o'er. 
Few  were  the  stragglers,  following  far. 
That  reached  the  lake  of  Vennachar; 
And  when  the  Brig  of  Turk  was  won. 
The  headmost  Horseman  rode  alone. 
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Alone,  but  with  onbated  zeal, 

That  horsemaji  plied  the  scourge  and  steel ; 

For,  jaded  now,  and  spent  with  toil, 

Embossed  with  foam,  und  dark  with  soil, 

While  evei-y  gasp  with  sobs  he  drew, 

The  laboring-  Stag  strained  full  in  view. 

Two  dogs  of  black  Saint  Hubert's  breed. 

Unmatched  for  courage,  breath,  and  speed, 

Past  on  his  flying  traces  came, 

And  all  but  won  that  despemte  game ; 

For,  scarce  a  spear's  length  from  his  haunch, 

Vindictive  toiled  the  bloodhounds  staunch; 

Nor  nearer  might  the  dogs  attain, 

Nor  farther  might  the  quarry  strain, 

Thus  up  the  margin  of  the  lake, 

Between  the  precipice  and  brake. 

O'er  stock  and  rock  their  race  they  take. 

The  hunter  marked  that  mountain  high. 
The  lone  lake's  western  boundary. 
And  deemed  the  Stag  must  turn  to  bay. 
Where  tliat  huge  rampart  barred  tho  way ; 
Already  glorying  in  the  prize. 
Measured  his  antlers  with  his  eyes; 
For  the  death-wound,  and  death-halloo. 
Mustered  his  breath,  his  whinyard  drew ; 
But,  thundering  as  he  came  prepared, 
With  ready  arm  and  weapon  bared, 
The  wily  quarry  sbimned  the  shock. 
And  turned  him  from  the  opposing  rock; 
Then,  dashing  down  a  darksome  glen, 
Soon  lost  to  hound  and  hunter's  ken, 
In  the  deep  Trosachs'  wildest  nook 
His  solitary  refuge  tool;. 
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Hound  and  around  the  sounds  were  caBt, 
Till  echo  seemed  aji  answering  blast; 
And  on  the  hunter  hied  his  way, 
To  join  some  comrades  of  the  day  ; 
Yet  often  paused,  so  strange  the  road, 
So  wondrous  were  the  scenes  it  showed. 
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Anfl  creeping  t'lrubs  of  thousand  dyes, 
Waved  in  the  weat-wind's  summer  eigha. 

Boon  nature  scattered,  free  and  ivild, 
Each  plant  or  flower,  the  mountain's  child. 
Here  eglantine  embalmed  the  air, 
Hawthorn  and  hazel  mingled  there ; 
The  primrose  pale,  and  violet  flower, 
Found  in  each  clift  a  narrow  bower ; 
Fox-glove  and  night-shade,  side  by  side. 
Emblems  of  puniEhiiient  and  pride. 
Grouped  their  dark  hues  with  every  stain 
The  weather-beaten  crags  retain ; 
With  boughs  that  quaked  at  evory  breath. 
Gray  birch  and  aspen  wept  beneath  ; 
Aloft,  the  ash  and  warrior  oak 
Caet  anchor  in  tlie  rifled  rock ; 
And  higher  yet,  the  pine-tree  hung- 
His  ehattered  tcunli,  and  frequent  flung, 
Where  seemed  the  citffe  to  meet  on  high. 
His  boughs  athwart  the  narrowed  sky  ; 
Highest  of  all,  where  white  peaks  glanced, 
Where  glistening-  streamers  ivaved  and  danced. 
The  wanderer's  eye  could  barely  view 
The  summer  heaven's  delicious  blue ; 
So  wondrous  wild,  the  whole  might  seem 
The  scenery  of  a  fairy  dream. 

Onward,  amid  the  copse  'gan  peep 
A  narrow  inlet  still  and  deep. 
Affording  soiree  such  breadth  of  lirim 
As  served  the  wild  duck's  brood  to  swim ; 
Lost  for  a  space,  through  thickota  veering, 
But  broader  when  again  appearing, 
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Tall  I'ocks  and  tufted  knolls  their  face 
Could  on  the  dark-blue  mirror  trace  ; 
And  farther  as  the  hunter  strayed, 
Still  broader  sweep  its  channels  made. 
The  shaggy  mounds  no  longer  stood, 
Emerging'  fram  entangled  wood. 
But,  wave-encircled,  seemed  to  fioat, 
Like  castle  girdled  with  its  moat ; 
Yet  broader  floods  extending  still, 
Divide  them  from  their  parent  hill. 
Till  each,  retiring,  claims  to  be 
As  islet  in  an  inland  sea. 


And  now,  to  issue  from  the  glen, 

No  pathway  meets  the  wanderer's  ken. 

Unless  he  climb,  witli  footing  nice, 

A  far-projecting  precipice. 

The  broom's  tough  roofs  liis  ladder  made. 

The  hazel  saplings  lent  their  aid ; 

And  thus  an  airy  point  he  won. 

Where,  gleaming  with  the  setting  sun, 

One  burnished  sheet  of  living  gold, 

Loch-Katrina  lay  beneath  him  rolled; 

In  all  her  length  far  winding  lay. 

With  promontory,  creek,  and  bay. 

And  islands  that,  empurpled  bright. 

Pleated  amid  the  livelier  light; 

And  mountains,  tliat  like  giants  stand. 

To  sentinel  enchanted  land. 

High  OD  the  south,  huge  Ben-venue 

Down  to  the  lake  in  masses  threw 

Crags,  knolls,  and  mounds,  confusedly  hurled, 

The  fragments  of  an  earlier  world ; 
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Some  mossy  bank  my  coucli  must  be, 
Some  rustling  oak  my  canopy. 
Yet  pass  we  that— the  war  and  chase 
Give  little  choice  of  resting-place ;  — 
A  summer  night,  in  greenwood  spent, 
■Were  but  to-morrow'a  merriment; 
But  hosts  may  in  these  wilds  abound, 
Such  as  are  better  missed  than  found ; 
To  meet  with  highland  plunderers  here, 
Were  worse  than  loss  of  steed  or  deer 
I  am  alone;  —  my  bugle  strain 
May  call  some  slj-aggler  of  the  train; 
Or,  fall  the  worst  that  may  betide, 
Ere  now  this  falchion  Iifis  been  tried." 


But  scarce  again  liis  horn  he  wound, 

Wlien  lo '.  forth  starting  at  tJie  aound. 

Prom  underneath  an  aged  oak, 

That  slanted  from  the  islet  rock, 

A  damsel,  gnider  of  its  way, 

A  little  altltf  shot  to  the  bay. 

That  round  the  promontory  steep 

Led  ila  deep  line  in  graceful  sweep. 

Eddying,  in  almost  viewless  wave. 

The  weeping  willow-twig  to  lave ; 

And  kiss,  with  wliisperlng  sound  and  sl(  w 

The  beach  of  pebbles  bright  as  snow. 

The  boat  liad  toucliod  this  silver  strand, 

Just  as  the  huuter  left  hie  eland. 

And  stood  concealed  amid  the  broke, 

To  view  this  Lady  of  the  Lake, 

The  mfuden  paused,  as  if  again 

She  Uionght  to  cateh  the  distant  strain. 
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With  heaj  upraised,  and  look  ititenl, 
And  e>e  and  cai  attentive  bent, 
And  loclts  flung  bdi,k,  and  hps  apart, 
Like  monument  of  Cireujan  art. 
In  listening  mood,  she  seemed  to  stnnd 
The  guardian  Naiad  of  tlje  strand 

And  ne'er  did  Grecian  Lhisel  trace 

A  Nymph,  a  Namd,  or  a  Grace, 

Of  finer  form,  or  loitlier  face  ' 

What  though  the  sun,  with  ardent  frown, 

Had  slightly  tinged  her  check  "  ith  brown  — 

The  sportive  toil,  which,  hhort  and  light, 

Had  dyed  her  gloning  hue  ao  bright, 

Served  too  in  haatier  sivel!  to  show 

Short  glimp'ies  of  a  breast  of  snow , 

What  thougii  no  rule  of  courtly  grace 

To  measured  mood  had  trained  her  pace  — 

A  foot  more  light,  a  step  more  true, 

Ne'er  from  the  hpatli  flower  dashed  the  dew , 

E'en  the  slight  hare  bell  raised  il^  head. 

Elastic  from  her  airy  tread 

What  though  upon  her  opeech  there  hung 

The  accents  of  the  mountain  tongue  — 

Those  silver  sounds,  su  soft,  so  ilpar, 

The  listener  held  hia  breath  to  hear 

A  chieftain's  daughter  aeemed  the  maid, 

Her  satin  snood,  hei  silken  plaid. 

Her  golden  brooch,  such  birth  betrayed 

And  seldom  ■nns  a  snood  amid 

Such  Bild  luxunint  ringlets  hid, 

Whose  glossy  black  to  sha  ne  might  bring 

Tho  plumige  of  thp  raven's  wing, 
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And  seldom  o'ei  a  brPist  bo  fair, 
Mantled  a  plaid  nith.  modeal  care, 
And  never  broorh  tlie  folds  combined 
Above  a  heart  nioiL  good  and  kind 
Her  kindness  and  lier  "orth  to  spy, 
You  nted  but  g  i7g  on  Elltn'o  eye  , 
Not  l\.Bti  ne,  in  li>  i  mirioi   blue, 
Gives  biOi  the  sliaggy  banks  more  true, 
Than  eieij  free  bom  glance  confessed 
The  guilele'j'j  nioieinpnlB  of  her  breaat; 
Whetlior  joi   ilancud  m  her  darlt  eye, 
Oi   wo  oi  \nt.y  cUunPd  d  sigh. 
Or  filial  Io\e  ua5  glowing  there. 
Or  raeck  deletion  pouied  a  prayer, 
Or  fale  oi   injur>   (.ailed  toith 
The  indignant  'jpirit  of  the  north 
One  only  pasaioji,  unrpiealed. 
With  maiden  pride  the  maid  concealed, 
Yet  not  le*;-  purely  felt  the  flame;  — 
Oh  need  I  tell  Ihaf  passion's  name  ? 


ImpatiPnt  nf   thp  eile  t  h 
Now  on  tl  e  g  ile  iter  as  b    ne :  — 

"  Pathei ' "  she  cried  —  ti  k      round 

Loved  to  prolong  the         tl  d 

Awhiie  she  paused,  n      ns  m   — 

"Milcolni,  was  thine  the  blast?     the  nam 
Less  resolutely  uttPied  fell, 
The  echoes  could  not  catch  the  swell. 
"  A  Htianger  I, '  the  Huntsman  said, 
Advancing  from  the  hiiel  shade. 
The  maid  dlormed,  with  hasty  oar. 
Pushed  her  light  shallop  from  the  shore, 
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And,  when  a  space  was  gaioed  betwecnj 
Closer  she  drew  her  bosom's  screen; 
(So  forth  the  startled  awan  would  swing, 
So  torn  to  prune  Ijis  rHifled  wing,) 
Then  safe,  though  fluttered  and  araftzed, 
She  paused,  and  on  the  stranger  gazed. 
Not  his  the  fonn,  nor  his  the  eye, 
That  youthful  maidens  wont  to  ily. 

On  hie  bold  visage  middle  age 

Had  slightly  pressed  its  signet  sage, 

Yet  had  not  quenched  tlie  open  truth, 

And  fiery  vehemence  of  youth ; 

Forward  and  frolic  glee  was  there, 

The  will  to  do,  the  soul  to  dare. 

The  sparkling  glance,  soon  blown  to  fiiC 

Of  liaaty  love,  or  headlong  ire. 

Hia  limbs  were  cast  in  manly  mould, 

For  hardy  sports,  or  contest  bold  ; 

And  though  in  peaceful  garb  arrayed. 

And  weaponless,  except  liis  blade. 

His  stately  mien  as  well  implied 

A  high-bom  lieart,  a  martial  pride. 

As  if  a  baron's  crest  he  wore. 

And  sheathed  in  armor  trod  the  shore. 

Slighting  the  petty  need  he  showed, 

He  told  of  his  benighted  road : 

His  ready  speech  flowed  fair  and  free. 

In  phrase  of  gentlest  courtesy; 

Yet  seemed  that  tone  and  gesture  bland 

Less  used  to  sue  than  to  command. 

Awhile  the  maid  the  Stranger  eyed, 
And,  reassured,  at  last  replied, 
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That  highland  halla  were  open  atili 
To  wildereil  wanderers  of  the  bill. 
"  Nor  tliink  you  unexpected  come 
To  yon  lone  isle,  our  desert  home : 
Before  the  heath  had  lost  the  dew, 
This  mom,  a  couch  was  pulled  for  yonj 
On  yonder  mountain's  purple  head 
Have  ptarmiga.n  and  heath-cock  bled, 
And  our  broad  nets  have  swept  the  inera. 
To  furnish  furtli  yonr  evening  cheer." 
"Now,  by  the  rood,  my  lovely  maid. 
Your  courtesy  has  erred,"  he  said ; 
"No  right  have  I  to  claim,  misplaced, 
The  welcome  of  expected  guest. 
A  wanderer,  here  by  fortune  tost. 
My  way,  my  friends,  my  courser  lost, 
r  ne'er  before,  believe  me,  fair. 
Have  ever  drawn  your  mountain  air. 
Till  on  this  Itdie's  romantic  strand, 
I  found  a  fay  in  fairy  land," 


"  [  well  believe,"  the  maid  replied. 
As  her  light  skiff  approached  the  side  ■ 
"I  well  believe,  that  ne'er  before 
Your  foot  has  trod  Loch-Katrine's  shore 
But  yet,  as  far  as  yesternight, 
Old  Allan-bane  foretold  your  plight  — 
A  gray-haired  sire,  whose  eye  intent 
Was  on  the  viaioned  future  bent. 
He  saw  your  steed,  a  dappled  gray, 
Lie  dead  beneath  the  birchen  way ; 
Painted  exact  your  form  and  mien. 
Your  hunting  suit  of  Lmcoln  green. 
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Until  UiP  mountain  maiden  showed 

A  clambenn^  unousppcted  load, 

That  winded  thioujh  thp  tangled  screen, 

And  opened  on  a  narmw  green 

Wherp  weepint   birth  and  wiilon   round 

With  their  long  fibres  swept  the  ground ; 

Here,  for  retreat  in  dangerous  hour. 

Some  chiei   had  framed  a  rustic  bower 


It  wia  1  lodge  ot   ample  size, 

But  fatrangp  of  structure  and  device 

Ot   such  miterialf,  is  around 

The  worltmina  hand  had  icadiLit  found. 

Lopped  of  Ihoir  boughs  their  hoar  trunks  bared, 

And  by  the  hatchet  rudely  sijuarpd, 

To  gne  the  wills  their  destined  height, 

T!ie  sturdy  oali  anl  Jsh  unite. 

While  mof-j    and  ck}    and  leaves  combined. 

To  tence  each  crevice  from  the  wind 

The  hjhter  pine  trees,  oieihead. 

Their  slendei  length  for  riftera  spread, 

And  withered  heath  ajid  rushes  dry 

Supplied  a  ruasct  uai  op\ 

Due  westward,  fronting  to  the  green, 

A  rural  portico  ii  iib  seen, 

Aloft  on  iiatne  piilart,  borne, 

Of  mountain  fir  with  bark  unshorn, 

Where  Ellens  hand  liad  tiught  to  tnine 

The  ivy  and  Idsean  vine, 

The  clematis,  the  favored  flowei. 

Which  boasts  the  name  of  virgin-bower. 

And  every  hardy  plant  could  bear 

Loch  Katrine's  keen  and  searching  air 
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"  My  h  p        y  1                 J   t      t         t  be, 

My         tl           1           i  11  w        th 

H               dththrhld—      d        Ig 

Of          y    t    1  ti  t       ta  t  n 
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Toi      bldb        h      ptmha 

1 

Bit            f                1         h     bl    h  d 

Wh            th     A        1         w  d   pi  y  d 

Caus      f  th     d               k  d  bl  d 

Di  pp  d  f   m  tl       1     tl     tl   t          1        flung 

Up            ta       h             U  r^ 

Fu       11            d    th         11    t    g 

H    g  t    pb        f  tl     )    U         h 

A  t    b  t  th           bib 

A  b  tti               h    t    ^    p 

A  d  b  oadsw    d      b              d  ax            tore, 

W  th  th    t    ked  t    pb         f  ti      b 

H                  th         If           1        i      d    d 

A  d  th        th         Id-c  t     b      dl  d  h]d 

Th    f       1        t     h      IL     d 

0      antl             tb    b           i 

Pe                dfl^dfdajdt        d, 

Th  t  bl    k            tr    k      f  blood     ta  ned, 

A  d  dee     ki       d  ppl  d    1            d      h  te, 

W  th    tt  r"    f         d       1         t 

In  nid        d           ti  t  p    tiy    11 

To  gi       b  f  rth  tb      yl         h  11 

And  next  the  fallen  weapon  raised ; 
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Few  were  the  arm-,  whjae  sinenj   strength 

Sufficed  to  atretch  it  lorth  dt  length 

And  as  thi.  brand  he  po --ed  and  ■Jwijeii, 

"I  ae\et  knew  but  ntii,,"  hf  said 

"Whose  stalwart  arm  imght  brook  to  «ield 

A  blade  hi  e  this  in  bittle  field  " 

She  Sighed,  then  smiled  and  took  the  word, 

"  You  see  the  guirdian  uhampion's  sword 

As  light  It  trembles  in  his  hand, 

As  in  mv  grasp  a  haael  wand. 

My  siro's  tall  form  might  grace  the  part 

Ot  rerrBffU'J  or  Ascabart, 

But  in  the  absent  gnnt'a  hold 

Are  Homen  no«  unl  memala  old" 


The  n-isties6  of   th     iiian^inn  cajne, 

Mature  of  age,  a  graceful  dame 

Whose  easv  step  and  stately  port 

Had  well  htooino  a  piincely  court, 

To  whom,  though  moie  than  kindred  Itnew, 

Young  Ellen  gaie  a  mother's  due 

Meet  wplrome  tn  hei   g  last  sha  made, 

And  evPiy  courteoiia  iite  was  paid 

That  hospitihtj  could  claim, 

Though  all  unasked  his  birth  ond  name 

Suoh  then  the  yeverence  to  a  guest, 

That  felle^t  foe  might  loin  the  feast. 

And  from  his  deadhest  fceman's  door 

Unquestioned  turn,  the  banquet  o'er 

At  length  Im  rink  the  Stranger  names  — 

"  The  Knight  of  Snoivdoun,  Jimes  Fitz  James , 

Lord  of  T  hirren  heiitage, 

Which  his  brivc  .^ires,  from  age  tn  age, 
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Bj   the  r  good  swordo  had  held    vith  toil; 
H  -s  s  re  hid  fallen  m  au  i    turmoil 
A  d  ]  e    (jod  nut,  was  forcpd  to  stand 
Oftforhsrght    v  tl    blade    n  hand 
Tl  3   nom  ng  w  th  Lo  d  Moray  a  tra  n 
He  el  aaed  a  stalwart  etag    n  \& 
O  tstr  ppod  hs     on   adps    n  sieii  tie  deer, 
L  st  lis  good  -jtep]    and      anderpd  here." 


Fi  n  noQld  the  Kn  ght        tl  n  requ  re 
Tl  e  na    <•  ind  atate  of  Ellen  b  a  re 
Well  shoved  tip  elde    lal\  a   n  en 
Ti  a.t  courts  ind  c  t  e    ahe  hal  seen 
rilen,  tho  gl     nure  1  er  1  oks  d  splayed 
The  a  uple  g  ace  ot   syha      na  d 
In  speech  and  gesture    fo       and  face 
SI  owed  she  was  con  e  of  gentle  rate 
Twere  stnnge    n  nder  rank  to  find 
Such  looks    such  n  a^nners    and  such  mind. 
Each  1  u  t  the  K    ght  of  Snowdoun  gave. 
Dame  Mftrgaret  heard    v  th  a  lence  grave ; 
<-  r  Elle       nnocently  gay 
T    nod     11      q    ry  i  t,ht  i  vaj 

W  erd       men  we     by  dale  and  down, 
We  dn  ell  utar  from  towt    and  town 
Wo  Htem  the  flood     ve     de  tho  blast. 
On    vender  ng  kn  ^hts  ou    spells  we  cast; 
Wh  le  venleas  m  natrela  t  Qch  tie  string, 
Ta  thuB  our    harned  rhymes  nc  sing." 
(she  sang   and  st  11  a  I  a  p  unseen 
Pilled  up  the  ay    phonj   1  et   e 
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SONG. 

Sold  or   rest    tl  y  warfare  o  e 

Sleep  the  sleep  that  kno   s     ot  brPaking 
D  earn  of  hattled  fields  no  more 

Days  of  danger   ngJta  of  wakug 
In  our    sles  enchanted  hall 

Ha  ds   uiaee     thy    ouch  are  strfiwing. 
Fa  y  =t  a    s  of    n  &  o  f  i) 

Eve  J     ense    n  slu  nbe    de     ng 
isold  e      cat    thy  warla      o  o 
D  ea  n    f  fightmn-  fie]  Is     o  a  o  e 
SI  ep  the  sleep  tl  it  kno   s  not  break  ig, 
Mor    of  to  1     or  1  i,i  t  of  wak  ng 

No  rude  sound  shaJl  r  ac!    tl  ne  ear 

\rDio  s  clang   or   var-eteed  cha    p  ng, 
Truop  nor  p  bro  1   su    non  he  e 

Muste     g  claj     I)    squadron  traopng. 
Yet  the  lirk  s  ahnll  tifi*   nay  come 

\t  the  ddj  break  from  the  fallov 
And  the  b   ter     sounl  lain 

Boonn^  f  om  tlo  sedgy  slallov 
Rude    sounds  shall  no  e  be  near 
Guard    nor    varde  s  cl  hU  n^p  here 
Here       o  » a   s  ecd       eg]      n  1  c! a nping, 
S)  out    g     lans  or  sq  adrons  stamp  ng" 

SI  e  pa  E,  d  —  then   hlu  I     g   1   1  the  lay 
To  grace  the  st  aj  ^er    f  the  day 
Her  n  cllo      note    a   I  le  p  olong 
The  ca  1  ot   tl  e  flo  v    g  song 
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Till  to  1       1  p               as      d  t 

TI          nstr  !               p     ta 

i 
1 

&0N&- 

"H     l£    an      -at    tly     las         d 

\\  1  1              1  mb            p  11    as     1  y  . 

Di              t,       th  th            £,    m 

B  gl      1           1   11           d           11 

Sle  1      tl      d                  h      d 

SI    p     fly  h       d            by  tl        ly    g; 

SIp  p            d      m        J      d        1 

H        tJ  y  "all     t    t    d  1  y  dy  ig 

Hi    t                 t    th      has     IS  d 

Th    k       t    f  tl             g 

Po      t  d  w          to  at.     1  y 

He            b     1              d           11 

Th    h  11      as     1  ar  d  — th     St      g        bed 

W      tl           f            ta      1      U         p       1 

Wh          ft         h     d    d  <n     t    1   d  1 

And  d          d  tl       f      t    p    ts    gajii 

But         ly  d  d  tl      h    tl  tl            h  d 

Its  mool     d  fug                    d  1      h  ad 

Not  Ell           p  11  h  d  loll  d  to    es 

Th     f           f  1      tr     bl  d  b    aat. 

In  b    k       d             th      ma„      OS 

Of           d  p    il     p              d 

His    t      1            fl       d  rs        th    brak 

No           k    h      b            p       th     1  k 

No     1     1       f      b    It      1     t 

His    ta  d    d  f  11     h     1              lost 

Th     —  1            J           h  m  y  1           ly  might 

Ch        th  t  w         ph     t         f  th        gU!  — 
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And  thoughts  on  thoughts,  a  countless  throng, 
Rushed,  chasing  countless  thoughts  along, 
Until,  the  giddy  ivJiirl  to  cure, 
He  rose,  and  sought  the  moonshine  pure, 

TJie  wild  rose,  eglantine,  and  broom, 

Wutled  around  thek  rich  perfume ; 

The  birch-trees  wept  in  fragrant  bain]. 

The  aspens  slept  beneath  the  calm ; 

The  silver  light,  with  quivering  glance, 

Played  on  the  water's  still  expanse  — 

Wild  ivere  the  heart  whose  passion's  away 

Could  rage  beneath  the  sober  ray  ! 

He  felt  its  calm,  that  warrior  guest. 

While  thus  he  communed  ivith  his  breast :  — 

"Why  is  it  at  each  turn  I  trace 

Some  memory  of  that  exiled  race? 

Can  I  not  mountain  maiden  spy. 

But  she  must  bear  the  Douglas  eyo  ? 

Can  I  not  view  a  higliknd  brand, 

But  it  must  match  the  Douglas  hand  ? 

Con  I  not  frame  a  fevered  dream, 

But  still  the  Douglas  is  the  theme  ?  — 

I'll  dream  no  more  — by  manly  mind 

Not  even  in  sleep  is  will  resigned. 

My  midnight  orison  said  o'er, 

I'll  turn  to  rest,  and  dream  no  more." 

His  midnight  ori'Jon  ho  fold, 

A  prayer  with  even   head  of  gold, 

Consigned  to  heaven  his  care?  and  woes, 

And  Bink  m  nndisttirbpd  repuae ; 

Until  the  heath-cock  ahnlly  crew, 

And  mormng  dawned  on  Ben-venue 
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CANTO  SECOND. 


At  morn  thp  blac-k-cocli  triiiia  hia  jetty  wing', 
Tia  jnormng  prninpls  Uip  Imnet'a  blithpst  lij, 

All  nature's  children  feel  tliG  matin  spiing 
Of  life  reuving,  with  iPVivmg  ia.\  , 
And  while  yon  little  baik  glides  down  the  bay, 

Wftfting  the  Bttanger  on  hia  wiy  a^ira, 

Mom's  gpnial  influenop  roused  a  Minstrel  gray, 

And  sweetly  o'li  the  lake  ms  heard  thj   strain, 

Mixed  with  the  sounding  liJrp,  oh  white  haired  Allait 

bONG 

"Not  Itt^ti-r  joudti  rowers'  ini^ht 

FJmg'i  fioiii  tleir  oars  the  spray. 
Not  faster  vonder  rippling  bright, 
That  tracks  the  shallop's  course  in  light. 

Melts  in  the  lake  iway, 
Than  men  from  memory  era^ji 
The  benefits  of  former  diya, 
Then,  Stringer,  go'  good  spcud  the  while 
Nor  ihmk  again  ol   the  lon<  ly  isle 


"High  place  to  tiiee  jn  rejal  court, 

High  place  la  bittled  line, 
Good  haw]    and  hound,  for  sjhan  sport, 
Where  Beauty  sees  the  brave  resort, 
The  honored  meed  be  thine ! 
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While  yet  he  loitered  on  the  spot, 
It  seemed  as  BUen  mai-ked  liitn  not, 
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But  «hen  ho  tamed  him  to  the  glade, 

One  conrteoui  pirting  sign  she  made, 

4nd  after   oft  tJiP  knight  would  say, 

That  not  whPn  pnip  of  fpstal  day 

W&t  dealt  him  by  the  brightest  fair 

W!io  e'er  wore  jewel  in  her  hiir, 

So  highly  did  Ilia  bo«om  en  ell, 

As  at  that  simple  mute  tarewell 

Now  with  a  trusty  monnlain  guide, 

And  his  dirk  stag  hounds  by  his  side, 

He  part?  —  the  maid,  nuconaciou")  still. 

Witched  him  wind  =lowly  round  the  hill; 

But  when  his  stately  fonn  was  hid. 

The  guirdian  in  her  bosom  chid  — 

'  Thy  Makolm    lain  and  selfish  maid'" 

'Tw^^  thus  upbniding  consi,ience  said ; 

"Not  so  had  Malcolm  idly  hung 

On  the  ainooth  phra^H  of  Douthem  tongue  [ 

Not  so  had  Malcolm  strained  his  eye 

Another  btop  than  thme  to  spy" 

"  Wake,  Allan  bane '  "  iloud  she  cried, 

To  the  old  Minstrel  by  her  side, 

"Arouse  thcp  from  thy  moody  dream* 

I'll  give  thy  harp  heroic  theme. 

And  warm  thee  with  a  noble  name , 

Pour  forth  the  glory  of  thp  Grffimc" 

Scarce  fiom  her  lip  the  word  hid  rushed, 

When  depp  the  conRcious  maiden  blushed. 

For  of  his  cl-m   m  hall  and  bower. 

Young  Malcolm  Gr^me  was  held  the  flower. 


The  Minstrel  waked  his  hari  — thiee  ti 
Arose  the  well  known  niarbnl  uliimos. 
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And  thnce  their  high  heroic  piide 

In  melancholy  murmurB  diPd 

"  Vainly  thou  bidd'at,  oh  noble  maid ' " 

Claapmg'  hi3  withered  hands,  he  said, 

"Vainl)   thou  bidd'ht  ine  wake  the  strain, 

Though  all  unffont  to  bid  in  vaia 

Alas  '  than  mm"  1  mightier  hand 

Has  timed  my  harp,  my  strings  has  spanned  ; 

I  touch  the  chords  ot   loy,  but  low 

And  mourntul  answer  notes  of  wo 

And  the  proud  march  which  victois  trpad, 

Sinks  m  thp  wailing  for  the  dead 

Oh  well  for  me,  if  mine  alone 

That  dirge's  defp  pioph^tic  tone 

If,  as  my  tunetiil  fatheis  said, 

This  harp,  which  erst  Saint  Modan  swayed, 

Can  thus  its  master's  fate  foretell 

Then  ivckninu  bu  th^  njnstieP'i  knell' 


"But  ih'  dpur  Uh    thus  it  aighed 

The  eio  thy  ■J'unted  mother  died, 

And  such  the  sounds  winch    whilp  I  strove 

To  »akp  a  lay  of  war  or  lovt, 

Came  mirring  ill  the  festal  ri  ith 

\ppalling  me  who  gi\  e  them  b  rtb 

And,  disobedient  to  my  c-Ul, 

Wailed  loud  through  Bothwell's  bannered  hall, 

Eie  DouglasLs  tn  rum  druen 

Were  exiled  from  then  native  heaven. 

Oh'  if  vet  -Korie  miihap  and  wo 

My  mister  B  house  must  undergo, 

Or  aught  but  weal  to  Ellen  fair, 

Brood  m  thuie  an,ento  of  despair 
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M        1  d  t       d   th    f  f     g   ; 

Ail       1  d       t    U  k 

Tl    t  harp  h  g         p  p    1  ai,  bl      n, 

I     1      1     d      1  I  ghl     d  gl 

F        Tw    d  t    Sp  y  —  wh  t      rv  1   then, 

At  timeb,  unbiddeD  notes  shoald  rise, 

Confusedly  bound  in  inemoiy's  ties, 

Entangling,  as  they  rush  along, 

The  war-maruh  witii  tiie  funeral  song? 

Small  ground  ia  now  for  boding  fear; 

Obscure,  but  safe,  we  rest  us  here. 

My  sire,  in  native  virtue  great, 

Resigning  lordship,  lands,  and  state. 

Not  then  to  fortune  more  resigned. 

Than  yonder  oak  might  giye  the  wind; 

The  graceful  foliage  storms  may  reave, 

The  noble  stem  they  cannot  grieve. 

For  me"  —  she  stooped,  and,  looking  round, 

Plucked  a  blue  hare-bell  from  the  ground, 

"For  me,  whose  memory  scarce  conveys 

An  image  of  more  splendid  days, 

This  littie  flower,  that  loves  the  lea, 

May  well  my  simple  emblem  be; 

It  drinks  heaven's  dew  as  blithe  as  rose 

That  in  the  King's  own  garden  grows, 
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Th        fl  tt  h    d !  thyself  wilt  say, 

TI   t       m  S     R  d  rick  owns  its  away. 
Th    S  Clan-Alpine's  pride, 

Ti     t  rr        f  L     h  Lomond's  side, 
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A  I  f     y  —  for  a  day." 
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Vet,  oh  loved  maid,  thy  mirth  refrain! 
Thy  hand  ia  on  a  lion's  mane." 

"  Minstrel,"  the  maid  replied,  and  high 
Her  father's  soul  glanced  from  her  eye, 
"  My  debts  to  Roderick's  house  I  know  ; 
All  that  a  mother  could  bestow, 
To  Lady  Margaret's  care  I  owe, 
Since  first  an  orphan  in  the  wild 
She  sorrowed  o'er  her  sister's  child  : 
To  her  brave  chieftain  son,  from  ire 
Of  Scotland's  king  who  shrouds  my  aire, 
A  deeper,  Iiolier  debt  is  owed ; 
And,  could  I  pay  it  with  my  blood, 
Allan!  Sir  Roderick  should  command 
My  blood,  my  life  —  but  not  my  hand. 
Bather  will  Ellen  Douglas  dwell 
A  votaress  in  Maronon's  cell ; 
Kither  through  realms  beyond  the  sea, 
Seeking  the  world's  cold  charity, 
Where  ne'er  was  spoke  a  Scottish  word, 
And  ne'er  the  name  of  Douglas  heard. 
An  outcast  pilgrim  will  she  rovo. 
Than  wed  the  man  she  cannot  love. 

"  Thou  shak'st,  good  friend,  thy  tresses  gray  — 
Tliat  pleading  look,  what  can  it  say 
But  what  I  own?  —  1  grant  hun  brave, 
But  wild  as  Blacklinn's  thundering  wave; 
And  generous  —  save  vindictive  moo'j, 
Or  jealous  transport  chafe  his  blood ; 
I  grant  him  true  to  friendly  band, 
As  his  claymore  is  to  his  hand : 
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But  oil !  tliat  very  blade  of  steel 
More  inercy  for  ft  foe  would  feel ; 
I  grant  !iim  liberal,  to  fling 
Among  his  clnn  tlie  wealth  they  bring, 
When  back  by  lalie  and  glen  they  wind; 
And  in  the  Lowland  leave  behind, 
Where  once  some  pleasant  hamlet  stood, 
A  mass  of  ashes  slaked  with  blood. 
The  hand,  tliat  for  my  futher  fought, 
I  honor,  as  his  daughter  ought; 
But  can  I  clasp  it  i-eeking  red. 
From  peasants  alanghtered  in  their  shed  ? 
No!  wildly  while  his  virtues  gleam, 
They  make  his  passions  darker  seem. 
And  flash  along  his  spirit  high, 
Like  lightning  o'er  the  midnight  sky. 
WhUe  yet  a  child  —  and  children  know, 
Instinctive  taught    the  friend  and  foe  — 
I    h  dd      1    t  i      b  r     loom 
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What  time  lie  leagued,  no  longer  foes, 

His  Border  spear  witii  Hotapur'a  bows, 

Did,  self  unscabbarded,  foreshow 

The  footstep  of  a  secret  foe. 

If  courtly  spy,  uiid  harbored  here, 

What  may  we  for  tlie  Douglas  fear? 

What  for  this  island,  deemed  of  old 

Clan- Alpine's  last  and  surest  hold  ? 

If  neither  spy  nor  foe,  I  pray 

What  yet  niJ.y  Jealous  Eoderick  aay  ! 

—  Nay,  wave  not  tfiy  disdainful  head! 

Bethink  tliee  of  the  discord  dread, 

That  kindled  when  at  Beltane  game. 

Thou  ledd'st  the  dance  with  Malcolm  Grffimej 

Still,  though  thy  sire  the  peace  renewed, 

Smoulders  in  Roderick's  breast  the  feud ; 

Beware!  — But  hark,  what  sounds  are  these? 

My  dull  ears  catch  do  faltering  breeze, 

No  weeping  buch,  nor  aspens  wake, 

Nor  breath  is  dimpling  in  the  lake, 

Still  is  the  canna's  hoary  beard, 

Yet,  by  mj  minstrel  faith,  I  heard. 

And  hark  again!  some  pipe  of  war 

Sends  the  bolii  pibroch  from  afar." 


Far  up  the  lengthened  lake  were  spied 
Pour  darkening  specks  upon  the  tide. 
That,  slow  enlarging  on  the  view, 
Four  manned  and  masted  barges  grew, 
And  bearing  downwards  from  Glengyle, 
Steered  full  upon  the  lonely  isle ; 
The  point  of  Briancholl  they  passed. 
And,  to  tlie  windward  as  they  cast. 
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AgaiiBt  the  sun  they  gave  to  ahine 
The  bold  Sir  Roderick's  bunnered  pine 
Nearer  and  nearer  as  tliey  bear, 
Spears,  pikes,  and  axes  flash  in  air. 
Now  might  you  see  the  tartans  brave. 
And  plaida  and  phimage  dance  and  wave  ■ 
Now  see  the  bonnets  sink  and  rise, 
As  his  tougli  oai'  tliG  rower  plies ; 
See,  fiasiiing'  at  each  sturdy  etroko. 
The  wave  ascending  into  smolte ; 
See  the  proud  pipers  on  the  bow, 
And  .marl;  the  gaudy  streamers  flow 
From  their  loud  chanters  down,  and  sweep 
The  furrowed  bosom  of  the  deep, 
As,  rushing'  through  the  lake  amain, 
Tliey  plied  the  ancient  HigUand  atraiD. 


Ever,  as  on  tliey  bore,  more  loud 

And  iouder  rung  tiie  pibrocli  proud. 

At  flrst  the  sounds,  by  distance  tame, 

Mellowed  along-  tlie  waters  came. 

And,  lingering  long  by  cape  and  bay. 

Wailed  every  harsher  note  away; 

Then,  bursting  bolder  on  the  ear. 

The  clan's  shrill  Gathering  they  could  hears 

Those  thrilling  sounds,  that  call  the  might 

Of  old  Clan-AIpme  to  the  fight. 

Thick  beat  tlie  rapid  notes,  aa  when 

The  mustering  hundreds  shake  the  glen. 

And,  hurrying  at  the  signal  dread. 

The  battered  earth  returns  their  tread 

Then  prelude  light,  of  livelier  tone. 

Expressed  their  merry  marching  on. 
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BOAT  SONG. 

Hail  Lo  the  chief  wlio  in  ti-iumpli  advances! 
Honored  and  blest  be  the  evergreen  pine'. 
Long  may  tlie  Tree  in  his  banner  that  glances, 
Flourish,  tJio  shelter  and  grace  of  our  line ! 

Heaven  send  it  happy  dew, 

Earth  lend  it  sap  anew, 
Gayly  to  bourgeon,  and  broadly  to  grow. 

While  every  highland  glen 

Sends  our  shout  back  agen, 
"  Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhu,  ho  1  ieroe  !  " 


0  ji  la     I  hy  th    fountain, 

Bloo    ng'    t  Belt  t     t    f  1  ; 

Wh       th        hi       d  h  pp  d  y  leaf  on  111 


M    t   th      d  B      d  lb         t! 
Ech    1      jra  g 

R  d     gl    \     h  Alp         Ih      h  !" 

Proudly  oui  pibroch  has  thrilled  in  Glen  Prnin, 
And  Banachai'a  groans  to  our  slogan  replied ; 
Glen  Luss  and  Ross-dhn,  they  are  smoking  in  ruin, 
And  the  best  of  Loch-Lomond  lie  dead  on  her  side. 
Widow  and  Saxon  maid 
Long  shall  lament  our  raid, 
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Think  of  Clan-Alpine  with  fear  and  witii  v 
Lennox  and  Leven-g-Ieii 
Shake  when  they  hear  agen, 

"Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhu,  ho!  ieroe!" 
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The  Dan     called  Ellen  to  the  strand, 
To  gree    he    1  n        i  ere  he  land: 
"Cone   1    te  e       ome'  i  Douglas  thou, 
And  alu     t     n  e  the  a  victor's  brow?" 
Rel  ctantly  and    low   the  maid 
Tiie  unwe!  ome    urn  noning  obeyed, 
And,      1  a         d  atant  bugle  rung, 
In  the  mid-path  aside  she  sprung: 
"  List,  Allan-bane !  from  mainland  cast, 
I  hear  mv  father's  signal  blast 
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Be  ours,"  she  cried,  "  the  akiff  to  guide, 
And  waft  him  from  the  mountain  side." 
Then,  like  a  suabearfi  swift  and  bright, 
She  darted  to  her  shallop  light, 
And,  eagerly,  while  Roderick  scanned, 
For  her  dear  form,  his  mother's  band. 
The  ialet  fer  behind  her  lay. 
And  she  hiid  landed  in  the  bay. 

Some  feelings  aro  to  mortals  giireti. 
With  less  of  earth  in  them  than  heaven 
And  if  there  be  a  human  tear 
From  passion's  dross  refined  and  clear, 
A  tear  so  limpid  and  so  meek. 
It  would  not  stain  an  angel's  cheek, 
Tis  that  which  pious  fathers  shed 
Upon  a  duteous  daughter's  head  ! 
And  as  the  Douglas  to  his  breast 
His  darling  Ellen  closely  pressed, 
Sue))  holy  drops  her  troases  steeped, 
Though  'twas  an  hero's  eye  that  weepecL 
Nor  while  on  Ellen's  faltering  tongue 
Her  filial  welcomes  crowded  hung. 
Marked  she,  that  fear  (affection's  proof) 
Still  held  a  graceful  youth  aloof; 
No '.  not  till  Douglas  named  his  name. 
Although  the  youth  was  Malcolm  Gneme. 

Allan,  with  wistful  look  the  while, 
Marked  Roderick  landing  on  tho  islo ; 
His  muster  piteously  he  eyed, 
Then  gazod  apon  tlie  chieftain's  pride. 
Then  dashed,  with  hasty  hand,  away 
Prom  his  dimmed  eye  the  gathering  sprav 
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And  Douglne,  as  his  hand  lie  laid 

On  Malcolm's  shoulder,  liindly  said, 

"Canst  thou,  young'  friend,  no  meaning  ipy 

In  my  poor  follower's  gUetening  eye  ? 

ro  tell  thee:  — he  recalls  the  day, 

When  in  ray  praise  he  led  the  lay 

O'er  the  arched  gate  of  Bothwell  proud, 

While  many  a  minstrel  answered  loud, 

When  Percy's  Norman  pennon,  won 

In  bloody  field,  before  me  shone, 

And  twice  ten  knighBs,  the  least  a  name 

Ab  mighty  as  yon  chief  may  claim, 

Gracing  my  pomp,  behind  me  came. 

Yet  trust  me,  Malcolm,  not  so  proud 

Was  I  of  all  that  marshalled  crowd. 

Though  the  waned  crescent  owned  my  wight, 

And  in  my  train  trooped  lord  and  knight, 

Though  Blantyre  hymned  her  holiest  lays, 

And  Bothwell's  barda  flung  back  my  praise 

As  when  this  old  man's  silent  tear. 

And  this  poor  maid's  affection  dear, 

A  welcome  give  more  kind  and  true 

Than  aught  my  better  fortunes  knew. 

Forgive,  my  friend,  a  father's  boast ; 

Oh!  it  outbeggars  all  I  l(Bt!'' 

Delightful  praise!  — like  summer  rose, 
That  brighter  in  the  dew-drop  glows, 
The  hashfcl  maiden's  cheek  appeared  — 
For  Douglas  spoke,  and  Malcolm  heard 
The  flush  of  shame>faced  joy  to  hide. 
The  hounds,  the  hawk,  her  cares  divide : 
The  loved  caresses  of  the  maid 
The  dogs  with  crouch  and  whimper  paid ; 
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And,  at  lier  whiatle,  on  her  hand 
The  fiilcon  took  his  favorite  stand, 
Cloaed  his  dark  wing,  relaxed  liia  eye, 
Nor,  though  unhooded,  souglit  ia  fly. 
A  d  t  uat,      hil     '  h  gi '        1       tooi 
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ft  danced  as  lightsome  iii  Ills  breast, 

As  played  tlie  feather  on  his  crest. 

Vet  friends,  who  nearest  knew  the  youth. 

His  scorn  of  wrong,  his  zeal  for  truth, 

And  bards,  wlio  saw  his  features  bold, 

When  kindled  by  the  tales  of  old, 

Said,  were  that  youth  to  manhood  grown, 

Not  long  should  Roderick  Dhu's  renown 

Be  foremost  voiced  by  niountain  faine, 

But  quail  to  that  of  Malcolm  Grteme, 

Now  back  tiiey  wend  thair  watery  way, 

And,  "Oh  my  sire!"  did  Ellen  say, 

"  Why  urge  thy  chase  so  far  astray  ? 

And  why  so  late  returned?     And  why"  — 

The  rest  was  in  her  spoaking  eye. 

"My  child,  the  chase  I  follow  far, 

'Tis  mimicry  of  noble  war; 

And  with  timt  gallant  |)astinie  reft, 

Wero  all  of  Douglas  I  have  left. 

I  met  young  Malcolm  as  I  strayed 

Par  eastward,  in  Glenfinlas'  shade. 

Nor  strayed  I  safe ;  for,  all  around. 

Hunters  and  horsemen  scoured  the  ground. 

This  youth,  though  still  a  royal  ward. 

Risked  life  and  land  to  be  my  guard. 

And  through  the  passes  of  the  wood 

Guided  my  stops  not  unpursoed ; 

And  Roderick  shall  liis  welcome  make, 

Despite  old  spleen,  for  Douglas'  sake. 

Then  must  he  seek  Strath-Bndrick  glen. 

Nor  peril  aught  for  mo  agen." 

Sir  Roderick,  who  to  meet  tliem  came, 
Reddened  at  sight  of  Malcolm  Grffinie. 
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Vet,  not  in  actinn,  word,  or  eye, 

Failed  aught  in  hospitality. 

In  talk  and  sport  they  wliiled  away 

The  morning  of  that  summer  day  ; 

But  Bt  high  noon  a  courier  light 

Held  secret  parley  with  the  knight, 

Whose  moody  aspect  soon  declared. 

That  evil  were  the  news  he  heard. 

Deep  thought  seemed  toihng  in  his  head ; 

Yet  was  the  evening-  banquet  made. 

Ere  he  aasomblcd  round  the  flame. 

His  mother,  Douglnfi,  and  the  Grseme, 

And  Bllon  too ;  then  cast  around 

His  eyes,  then  fixed  them  on  the  ground. 

As  studying  phrase  that  might  avail 

Best  to  convey  unpleasant  tale. 

Long  with  his  dagger's  hilt  he  played, 

Then  raised  his  jmughty  brow,  and  said;  — 


"  Short  he  my  speech  ;  nor  time  affords, 
Nor  my  plain  temper,  glozing  words. 
Kinsman  and  ft,ther  —  if  such  name 
Douglas  vouchsafe  to  Roderick's  claim, 
Mine  honored  mother ;  Ellen  —  why, 
My  cousin,  turn  away  thine  eye  ? 
And  Gtteme  ;  in  whom  I  hope  to  know 
Full  soon  a  noble  friend  or  foe, 
When  age  shall  give  thee  thy  command, 
And  leading  in  thy  native  land  — 
List  all !     Tha  King's  vindictive  pride 
Boasts  to  have  tamed  the  Border-side, 
Where  chiefs,  with  hound  and  hawk,  who  came 
To  share  their  monoi-ch's  sylvan  game, 
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Themselves  in  bloody  toils  were  snared. 
And  wlien  tiie  banquet  they  ptepareil, 
And  wide  their  ioyal  portals  flung, 
O'er  their  own  gateway  struggling  hung. 
Loud  cries  their  blood  from  Meggat's  mead. 
From  Yarrow  bmea  aiid  banks  of  Tweed, 
Where  the  lone  atrcama  of  Ettricke  glide. 
And  from  the  silver  Teviot's  side ; 
The  dales,  where  martial  clans  did  lide, 
Ai'e  now  one  sheop-walk  waste  and  wide. 
This  tyrant  of  the  Scottish  throne. 
So  faithle^,  and  so  ruthless  known, 
Now  hither  comes ;  his  end  the  same, 
The  same  pretext  of  sylvan  game. 
What  grace  for  Highland  chiefs  judge  ye, 
By  fiite  of  Border  chivalry. 
Yet  more;  amid  Glenfiniaa  green, 
Douglas,  thy  stately  form  was  seen. 
This. by  espial  sure  I  know: 
Your  counsel  in  the  strait  I  show," 


Ellen  and  Margaret  fearfully 
Sought  comfort  in  each  other's  eye, 
Then  turned  their  ghastly  look,  each  one. 
This  to  her  sire,  that  to  her  son. 
The  hasty  color  went  and  came 
In  the  bold  cheek  of  Malcolm  Gneme; 
But,  from  his  glance  it  well  appeared, 
'TwBs  but  for  Bllen  that  ho  feared ; 
While  sorrowful,  but  undismayed, 
The  Douglas  thua  his  counsel  said:  — 
"  Brave  Bodericli,  though  tlie  tempest  ■roaf, 
It  may  but  thunder  and  pass  o'er; 
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"No,  by  mine  honor!"  Roderick  said, 

"  So  help  mo  heaven,  and  my  good  blade  ! 

No,  never !     Blasted  be  yon  pine. 

My  fathers'  ancient  creat  and  mine, 

If  from  its  shade  in  danger  part 

The  lineage  of  the  Bleeding  Heart! 

Hear  my  blunt  speech.     Grant  me  this  maid 

To  wife,  thy  counsel  to  mine  aid  ; 

To  Douglas,  leagued  with  Roderick  Dhu, 

Will  friends  and  allies  flock  enow; 

Like  cause  of  doubt,  distrust,  and  grief. 

Will  bind  us  to  each  Western  Chief. 

When  the  loud  pipes  my  bridal  teil, 

The  Links  of  Forth  shall  hear  the  kneU, 

The  guards  shall  start  in  Stirling's  porch ; 

And  when  I  light  the  nuptial  torch, 

A  tliousand  villages  in  fianies, 

Shall  scare  the  slumbera  of  King  James 
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Til!  Makpned  hy  the  moinmg  beam, 

When,  dazzled  hy  the  eastern  glow, 

Such  Btartiei  i  a--t  his  gUnce  below. 

And  »a\i   unmeasured  depth  around, 

And  heard  uninteimitted  sound. 

And  thought  the  battled  fence  to  frail. 

It  waied  like  cobweb  m  the  gile, 

Amid  hii  bcnata'  giddj   wheel. 

Headlong  to  plunge  hunaelf  below. 

And  meet  the  ivorst  his  feais  foreshow! 

Thus,  Ellen,  dizzy  and  astound, 

Ah  sudden  luiu  yawned  around. 

By  croiBing  teitors  wUdly  tossed. 

Still  for  the  Douglas  tearing  most, 

Could  scarce  the  desperate  thought  withsl^ 

To  buy  his  safety  with  her  hand 

Such  purpose  dread  could  Malcolm  spy 

In  Ellen's  i[uivering  lip  and  eye, 


h,  Google 


And  eager  rose  to  speali  —  but  ere 
His  tongue  could  hurry  forth  hia  fear, 
Had  Douglas  raarlied  the  hectic  strife. 
Where  death  seemed  combating  with  life 
For  to  her  cheek,  in  feverish  flood, 
One  instant  rushed  the  throbbing  blood. 
Then  ebbing  back,  with  sudden  swiy, 
I^ft  ifa  domain  as  wan  as  clay. 
"Roderick,  enough!  enough!"  he  crietf, 
■'My  daughter  cannot  be  thy  bride; 
Not  tliat  the  blush  to  wooer  dear, 
Nor  paleness  that  of  maiden  fear. 
It  may  not  he  —  forgive  her,  chief. 
Nor  hazard  aught  for  our  relief. 
Against  his  sovereign,  Douglas  ne'er 
Will  level  a  rebellious  spear. 
Twas  I  that  taught  hia  youtMlil  hand 
To  rein  a  steed  and  wield  a  brand. 
I  see  him  yet,  the  princely  boy ! 
Not  Ellen  more  my  pride  and  joy  j 
I  love  him  stiil,  despite  my  wrongs. 
By  hasty  wrath  and  slanderous  tongues. 
Oh  seek  the  grace  you  well  may  find. 
Without  a  CHUse  to  mine  combined," 


Twice  through  the  hall  the  Chiefliain  strode, 
The  waving  of  hia  tartans  broad. 
And  darkened  brow,  wliere  wounded  pride 
With  ire  and  disappointment  vied, 
Seemed,  by  the  torch's  gloomy  light, 
Ijke  the  ill  Djemon  of  the  night, 
Stooping  liis  pinions'  shadowy  sway 
Upon  the  nighted  pilgrim's  way: 
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But,  unrequited  Love !  tiiy  dart 
Plunged  deepest  its  envenomed  smart] 
And  Roderick,  nith  tliine  ang'uish  stungf, 
At  lengtli  the  hand  of  Douglas  wrung, 
While  eyes,  that  moclied  at  tears  before, 
With  bitter  drops  were  running  o'er. 
The  doath-pajiga  of  long-cherished  hope 
Scarce  io  that  ample  breast  had  scope, 
But,  sti'uggling  with  his  spirit  proud. 
Convulsive  heaved  its  checkered  shroud. 
While  every  sob  —  so  mute  were  all  — 
Was  heard  diadnctly  through  the  halL 
The  son's  despair,  the  inothei'a  look, 
111  might  the  gentle  Ellen  brook ; 
She  rose,  and  to  hei"  side  there  came, 
To  ^d  her  parting  steps,  the  Giierae. 

Then  Roderick  from  tlie  Douglas  broke  - 
As  flashes  flame  through  sable  smoke, 
Kindling  its  wreaths,  long,  dark,  and  low, 
To  one  broad  blaze  of  ruddy  glow. 
So  the  deep  anguish  of  despair 
Burst,  in  fierce  jealouBj,  to  air. 
With  stalwart  grasp  liis  hand  he  laid 
On  Malcolm's  hreaat'and  belted  plaidt  — 
"Back,  beardless  hoy!"  he  sternly  said, 
"Back,  minioo  !  hoid'st  thou  thus  at  naught 
The  lesson  I  so  lately  taught? 
This  roof,  the  Douglas,  and  that  maid 
Thank  thou  for  punishment  delayed." 
Eager  as  grayhound  on  his  game. 
Fiercely  with  Roderick  grappled  Gneme. 
"  Perish  ray  name,  if  aught  afford 
Its  chieftain  -lafety,  save  his  sword!" 
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Thus  as  tliey  strove,  tlieir  despei-ate  hand 

Griped  to  the  dagger  or  the  brand, 

And  death  had  becn^Mit  Douglas  rose, 

And  thrust  betiveen  the  struggling  foes 

His  giant  strength;  —  "Chieftains,  forego! 

I  hold  the  first  who  strikes,  my  foe. 

Madmen,  forbear  your  frantic  jar! 

What!  is  the  Douglas  fallen  so  far. 

His  daughter's  hand  is  deemed  the  spoil 

Of  such  dishonorable  broil ! " 

Sullen  and  slowly  they  anclaHp, 

As  struck  with  shame,  their  desperate  grasp. 

And  each  upon  his  rival  glared, 

With  foot  advanced,  and  blade  half  bared. 


Ere  yet  the  brands  aloft  were  flung, 
Margaret  on  Roderick's  mantle  hung, 
And  Malcolm  heard  his  Ellen's  scream. 
As  faltered  through  terrific  dream. 
Then  Roderick  plunged  in  sheath  his  swoc( 
And  veiled  his  wrath  in  scornful  word. 
"  Rest  safe  till  morning ;  pity  'twere 
Such  cheek  should  feel  the  midnight  air  1 
Then  mny'at  thou  to  James  Stuart  tell, 
Roderick  will  keep  the  lake  and  fell. 
Nor  lackey,  with  his  free-bom  clan. 
The  pageant  pomp  of  earthly  man. 
More  would  lie  of  Clan-Alpine  know, 
ThoQ  canst  our  strength  and  passes  show, 
Malise,  what  ho?" — -his  henchman  came; 
"Give  our  safe  conduct  to  the  Gneme." 
Young  Malcolm  answered,  calm  and  bold. 
"Pear  nothing  for  thy  favorite  hold. 
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The  spof,  an  angol  deigned  to  grace, 
la  blesBed,  though  robbers  haimt  tlin  place ; 
Thy  churlis!i  courtesy  for  thoae 
Reserve,  who  fenr  to  be  thj-  foes. 
Aa  safe  to  me  the  mountBin  way 
At  midnight,  aa  in  blaze  of  day, 
Though,  with  his  boldest  at  his  back. 
Even  Roderick  Dhu  beset  the  track. 
Brave  Douglas  —  lovely  Ellen  —  nay. 
Naught  here  of  parting  will  I  say. 
Earth  does  not  hold  a  lonesome  glen. 
So  secret,  but  we  meet  agen. 
Chieftain !  we  loo  shall  find  an  hour," 
He  said,  and  left  the  sylvan  bower. 

Old  Allan  followed  to  the  strand, 
(Such  was  tiie  Doiig;ias's  command,) 
And  anxious  told,  how,  on  the  raoni. 
The  stern  Sir  Roderick  deep  had  sworn, 
The  Fiery  Cross  should  circle  o'er 
Dale,  glen,  and  valley,  down,  and  moor. 
Much  were  the  peril  to  the  Gr^me, 
From  thoae  who  to  tho  signal  came ; 
Far  up  the  lake  'twere  safest  land, 
Himself  would  row  him  to  the  strand. 
He  gave  hia  counsel  to  the  wind, 
While  Malcolm  did,  unheeding,  bind, 
Round  dirk  and  pouch  and  broadsword  rolled, 
His  ample  plaid  in  tightened  fold, 
And  stripped  his  limba  to  such  an'ay 
As  best  might  suit  the  watery  way. 

Then  spoke  abrupt: ^"Farewell  to  thee, 
Pattern  of  old  fidelity!" 
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Tlie  niinatrers  hand  lie  kindly  pressed, 
"  Oh !  could  I  point  a  place  of  rest ! 
My  sovereign  holds  in  ward  my  land, 
My  uncle  leada  tny  vassal  band ; 
To  tame  his  foea,  his  friends  to  aid, 
Poor  Maleolm  has  hut  heart  and  blade: 
Yet,  if  there  be  one  faithful  Gneme, 
Who  loves  the  Chieftain  of  his  name, 
Not  long  shall  honored  Douglas  dwell, 
Like  hunted  stag,  in  mountiun  cell : 
Nor,  ere  yon  pride-swollen  robber  dare  — 
I  may  not  give  the  rest  to  aif!  — 
Tell  Eoderick  Dhu,  I  owe  hini  naught, 
Not  tlio  poor  service  of  a  boat. 
To  waft  me  to  yon  mountain  side;" 
Then  plunged  he  in  the  flashing  tide. 
Bold  o'er  the  flood  his  head  he  bore, 
And  stoutly  steered  him  from  the  shore; 
And  Allan  strained  his  anxious  eye. 
Far  'mid  the  lake  his  form  to  spy. 
Darkening  across  each  puny  wave, 
To  which  tho  moon  hen  silver  gave. 
Fast  as  the  cormorant  could  sMm, 
The  swimmer  plied  each  active  limb  ; 
Then  landing  in  the  moonlight  dell, 
Loud  shouted  of  his  weal  to  tell. 
The  Minstrel  heard  the  far  halloo, 
And  joyful  from  the  shore  withdren- 
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The  aumiiier  dawji'a  reflected  iiuo 

To  purple  changed  Loch-Katrine  blue; 

Mildly  and  soft  the  western  breeze 

JiiBt  kissed  the  lake,  jiiat  stirred  the  trees, 
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And  fhfl  pleased  lake,  like  maiden  coy, 

TrPmbled  but  dimpled  not  for  joy , 

The  mountain  shadow  s  on  hel  breast, 

Were  neither  brolten  nor  at  rest, 

111  bright  uncertainty  they  he. 

Like  future  jojrs  to  Fancy's  eye 

The  water  lily  to  the  light 

Her  chalice  reaiod  of  ailvei  bright, 

The  doe  awoke,  and  to  the  hwn 

Begemmed  with  den  drop^,  led  her  lawn 

The  grej   niisf  kfl  the  monnlain  side. 

The  toriTnt  'jhowed  its  gh'lenmg  pnde 

Invisible  in  flocked  sky, 

The  lirk  sent  down  hpr  revei  y 

The  blackbird  ind  the  ipecldod  thrush 

Good  morrow  gavo  from  brake  and  buoli ; 

In  ansHOr  cooed  the  cunhat  Ao\t; 

Her  note    ot   pea  p    Hiid  re=t    iiid  Inve. 


No  thought  of  peace   no  thougJit  of  rest, 
Assuaged  the  storm  in  Rndenuk's  breast 
With  sheathed  broadsword  in  hia  hind. 
Abrupt  hp  paced  the  islet  ptrand 
And  eyed  the  rising  sun    ind  liid 
His  hand  on  his  impatient  btadt 
Beneath  a  rock,  hij  \aasdls'  cart 
Was  prompt  the  ritual  to  pippare. 
With  deep  and  deathful  meamcg  fraught. 
For  such   iVntiquity  had  taught 
Was  prefioe  meet,  ere  3Pt  abroad 
The  Cio'^s  of  Fire  should  take  its  road. 
The  shrinking  band  stood  ]ft  aghast 
At  tht,  impatient  gUntc  he   c  i&t   — 
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Such  glance  the  mountain  eagle  thiew, 
Ab,  fVom  the  cliffe  of  Ben-venue, 
SJie  spread  her  dark  sails  on  the  wind, 
And  high  in  middle  heaven  reclined, 
With  her  broad  shadow  on  the  lake, 
Silenced  the  warblei-s  of  the  brake. 


A  heap  of  withered  boughs  waa  piled. 

Of  juniper  and  rowan  wild, 

Mingled  with  ehivera  from  the  oak. 

Rent  by  the  lightning's  recent  stroke. 

Brian  the  Hermit  by  it  stood, 

Barefooted,  in  his  frock  and  hood. 

Hia  grialed  beard  and  matted  hair 

Obscured  a  viaage  of  despair ; 

His  naked  arms  and  legs,  seamed  o'er 

The  scars  of  frantic  penance  bore. 

That  Monk,  of  savage  foi-m  and  face. 

The  impending  danger  of  his  race 

Had  drawn  from  deepest  solitude. 

Par  in  Benharrow's  bosom  rude. 

Not  his  the  mien  of  Christian  priest 

But  Druid's,  from  tlie  grave  releasod, 

Whose  hardened  heart  and  eye  might  braolt 

On  human  sacrifice  to  look. 

And  much,  'twas  said,  of  heathen  lore 

Mixed  in  the  charms  he  muttered  o'er ; 

The  hallowed  creed  gave  only  worse 

And  deadlier  emphasis  of  curse. 

No  peasant  sought  that  Hermit's  prayer. 

His  cave  the  pilgrim  shunned  with  care, 

The  eager  huntsman  knew  hia  bound, 

And  in  mid  cliase  called  off  his  hound 
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Or  if,  in  lonely  glen  or  sti'ath, 

The  desert- dweller  met  his  path, 

He  prayed,  and  signed  the  crass  between, 

While  terror  took  devotion's  mien. 


Of  Brian's  birtii  strange  tales  were  told. 
His  mother  watched  a  midnight  fold, 
Built  deep  within  a  dreary  glen. 
Where  scattered  lay  the  bones  of  men, 
In  some  forgotten  battle  sltun, 
And  bleached  by  drifting  wind  and  rain. 
It  might  have  tamed  a  warrior'a  heart. 
To  view  such  mockery  of  bis  art! 
The  knot-grass  fettered  there  the  hand, 
Which  once  could  burst  an  iron  band ; 
Beneath  the  broad  and  ample  bone. 
That  bncklered  heart  to  fear  unknown, 
A  feeble  and  a  timorous  guest, 
The  field-fare  framed  her  lowly  nest; 
There  the  slow  blind-worm  left  his  slime 
On  the  fleet  limbs  that  mocked  at  time  ; 
And  there,  too,  lay  the  leader's  skull. 
Still  wreathed  with  chapiot  flushed  and  full. 
For  heatli-bell,  with  her  purple  bloom, 
Supplied  the  bonnet  and  the  plume. 
All  niglit,  in  this  sad  glen  the  maid 
Sate  shrouded  in  her  mantle's  shade : 
—  She  said,  no  shepherd  sought  her  side. 
No  hunter's  hand  her  snood  untied, 
Yet  ne'er  again  to  braid  her  hair 
The  virgin  snood  did  Alice  wear: 
Gone  was  her  maiden  glee  and  sport, 
Her  mdden  gii'dle  all  too  short. 
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The  desert  gave  him  visions  wild,                                        || 

Such  as  might  suit  the  Spectre's 

child. 
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Whoro  with  black  clilfe  (he  torrents  toil, 

He  watched  the  wheeling  eddies  boil. 

Till,  from  their  foa.m,  his  dazaled  eyes 

Beheld  the  river  demon  rise ; 

The  mountain  mist  took  form  and  limb 

Of  noontide  hag  or  goblin  grim ; 

The  midnight  wind  came  wild  and  dread, 

Swelled  with  the  voices  of  the  dead  ; 

Far  on  the  future  battle-heath 

His  eye  beheld  the  ranks  of  death : 

Thus  the  lone  Seer,  from  majikind  hurled, 

Shaped  forth  a  disembodied  world. 

One  lingering'  sympathy  of  mind 

Still  bound  him  to  the  mortal  bind ; 

The  only  parent  he  could  claim 

Of  ancient  Alpine's  Imeage  came. 

Lato  had  he  heard,  in  prophet's  dream, 

The  fatal  Ben-Shio's  boding  scream; 

Sounds,  too,  had  come  in  midnight  blast, 

Of  charging  steeds,  careering  fast 

Along  Benharrow's  shingly  side, 

Where  mortal  horseman  ne'er  might  ride ; 

The  thunderbolt  had  split  the  pine  — 

All  augured  ill  (o  Alpine's  line. 

He  girt  his  loins,  and  came  to  show 

The  signals  of  impending  wo, 

And  now  stood  prompt  to  bless  or  ban. 

As  bade  the  Chieftain  of  his  clan. 


'Twas  all  prepared  —  and  from  the  rocfc, 
A  goat,  tlie  patriarch  of  tlie  (lock, 
Before  the  kindling  pile  wns  laid. 
And  pierced  by  Roderick's  ready  blado 
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And  flings  to  shore  hia  rnuBtored  foret;, 
Burst,  with  loud  roar,  their  auswer  hoarse, 

"Wo  to  the  traitor,  wo!" 
Ben-an's  gray  scalp  the  accents  knew, 
The  joyous  wolf  from  covert  drew. 
The  exiiltiug  eagle  screamed  afar  — 
They  knew  the  yoice  of  Alpine's  war. 

The  shout  was  hushnd  on  lake  and  fell, 
The  Monk  resumed  his  muttered  spoil. 
■   Dismal  and  low  its  accents  came, 
Tho  while  he  scathed  the  Crosa  with  flami 
And  the  few  words  that  reached  the  air, 
Although  the  holiest  name  was  there. 
Had  more  of  hlasphemy  than  prayer. 
But  when  he  shcwk  above  the  crowd 
Its  kindled  points,  he  spoke  aloud:  — 
"Wo  to  the  wretch,  who  fails  to  rear 
At  this  dread  sign  the  ready  spear! 
For,  as  the  flames  this  symbol  sear. 
His  home,  the  refuge  of  his  fear, 

A  kindred  fete  shall  know ; 
Far  o'er  its  roof  the  volucned  flam" 
Clan-Alpine's  vengeance  shall  proclaim. 
While  maids  and  matrons  on  his  name 
Shall  call  down  wrelchedness  and  shame. 

And  infamy  and  wo  !  " 
Then  rose  the  cxy  of  females,  shrill 
As  goss-hawk's  whistle  on  the  hill. 
Denouncing  misery  and  ill, 
Mingled  with  childhood's  babbling  trill 

Of  curses  stammered  slow  j 
Answering,  with  imprecation  dread, 
"Sunk  be  his  home  in  embers  red' 
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was  heard: 

Wl        fl  td  tl      C  oE     f         can  to  man, 
V    1    \lp  t     I      olan, 

B     t  b    th  th  t  f  1    t    heed ! 

PI     d  th    t    t  tl    t    h         t     speed! 
My  tl  1  yea! 

W  1  k     th  d  h      t  their  prize ! 

A         Its  tl      blood   tr  the  earth. 

So  may  hi    1       t    bl    d  d        h  hia  hearth 
Aa  dies  in  hisaing  gore  the  apark, 
Quench  thou  hia  light.  Destruction  dftrk, 
And  be  tlio  grace  to  him  denied. 
Bought  by  this  sign  to  all  beaide!" 
He  ceased:  no  echo  gave  agen 
The  mnrmur  of  the  deep  Amen. 
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The  Iwk's  blitlie  carol  from  the  cload, 

Seeins  for  the  acene  too  gaily  loud. 

Speed,  Malise,  speed !  the  lake  ia  paat^ 

Duncraggan'a  huts  appear  at  laat, 

And  peep,  like  mosa-grown  rocks,  half  seen. 

Half  hidden  in  the  copse  so  green ; 

There  miy'st  thou  rest,  thy  labor  done. 

Their  Lord  shall  speed  the  signa!  on. 

As  stoops  tlie  hawk  upon  his  prey. 

The  henchman  shot  him  down  the  way, 

—  What  ivoful  accents  load  the  gale? 

The  funeral  yell,  the  female  wail ! 

A  gallant  hunter's  sport  is  o'er, 

A  valiant  wanior  fights  no  raore. 

Who,  in  the  battle  or  the  chase, 

At  Roderick's  side  shall  fill  his  place!  — 

Within  tlie  hall,  where  torch's  ray 

Supplies  the  excluded  beams  of  day, 

Ijea  Duncan  on  his  lowly  bier. 

And  o'er  him  ati'eams  his  widow's  tear. 

His  stripling  son  stands  mournful  by, 

His  youngest  weeps,  but  knows  not  why; 

The  villagQ  maids  and  matrons  round 

The  dismal  coronach  resound. 


Like  a  summer-dr   d  to     ta  i, 

When  our  ne  d  ii  as  the  so  est 
The  font,  re-appea   ng 

From  the  rain  d    ps  si  all  borrow- 
But  to  us  comes  n      !        n 
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The  hind  ot   the  reaper 

Take  the  enra  that  are  hoiry, 
But  the  vcice  of  the  wepper 

Wails  manhood  in  glory , 
Thp  autumii  winrla  rushing 

W  aft  the  Icj-VCB  that  are  searest, 
But  our  flower  was  in  flushing, 

When  bhghting  "oi.  nearest 

Fkt  t  ioot  on  thf  rorrpi, 

Sage  counsel  in  cumber, 
fipd  hand  in  the  foray, 

How  sound  IS  thy  •slumber' 
Lil  e  the  dew   on  the  mountain, 

Like  the  foBni  on  the  river, 
Likp  the  bubble  on  the  lountain, 

Thou  art  gone,  and  for  ever' 

See  Stumah,  who,  the  liier  beaide, 

II16  master's  corpsp  with  wonder  eyed  — 

Poor  Stamah  '  iihom  his  least  halloo 

Coufd  send  hVe  Iightninff  o'er  the  dew. 

Bristles  hia  ciesC,  and  points  hia  ears, 

As  if  some  stranger  step  he  hparfl 

'Tib  not  a  mourner's  muffled  tread, 

Who  comes  to  sorrow  o'ei  the  dead. 

But  headlong  haste,  01  deadly  fear, 

Urge  the  precipitate  cireer 

AH  stand  agliast  —  unheeding  all. 

The  henchman  bursts  into  the  hall ' 

Befoie  the  dead  man's  biPr  he  stood, 

Held  forth  the  Cross  besmPired  with  blood  I 

"  The  muster  place  is  Lanrif  b  moid  , 

Speed  forth  the  signal'  clansmen,  speed!" 
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Angus,  the  hPL-  of  Duncan's  line, 
Spring  forth  and  seized  the  fatal  sign. 
In  haate  the  ''tnpling  to  hia  hide 
Hia  father's  dirk  and  broadsBord  tied; 
Eut  when  he  saw  his  mother's  eye 
Watch  him  m  Bpeeclileas  ng^ny, 
Bick  to  her  opened  arms  )ie  flew. 
Pressed  on  hei  lips  a  fond  adieu, 
"Alael"  she  sobbod — -"and  yet  be  gone. 
And  speed  thee  forth,  like  Duncan's  son!" 
One  look  he  cast  upon  the  bier. 
Dashed  from  his  eye  the  gathering  tear, 
Breathed  deep,  to  clear  his  laboring  breast, 
And  tossed  aloft  his  bonnet  crest. 
Then,  liko  the  high-bred  colt  when  freed, 
First  ho  essays  his  fire  and  speed. 
He  vanished,  and  o'er  moor  and  moss 
Sped  forward  with  the  Fiery  Cross. 
Suspended  was  the  widow's  tear,' 
While  yet  his  footsteps  she  couid  hear; 
And  when  she  marked  the  henchman's  eye 
Wet  with  unwonted  sympathy, 
"Kinsman,"  she  said,  "his  race  is  ran. 
That  should  have  sped  thine  errand  on| 
The  oak  has  fallen  —  the  sapling  bough 
la  all  Duncraggan'a  shelter  now. 
Yet  trust  I  well,  hia  duty  done. 
The  orphan's  God  will  guard  my  soil 
And  you,  in  many  a  danger  true. 
At  Duncan's  beet  your  blades  that  drew, 
To  arms,  and  guard  that  orphan's  head ! 
Let  babes  and  women  wail  the  dead." 
Then  weapon-clang,  and  martial  call. 
Resounded  through  the  funeral  hall, 
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Wl  i     f on  tie      alia  tho  atte  dant  band 

Snatched  evnt  A  and  targe       tl   }   n  ed  1  and 

And  sho  t  and  fl  tt  n     ene    y 

&lan  ed  f  on  the   n  u        s  s  nke     eye 

As    r  the  so  tida  to      a  dea 

M  gl  t    ou  e  h      Dun    n  f    m  1  a  h  e 

B  t  fad  d  ax)n  ti   t  h      o    ed  fo  ce 

C   ef    1         d  1         gl  t     nd  1         the      ou  ae 


Beniedi  saw  the  Cross  of  Fire, 

It  glanced  iike  lightning  up  Strath-Ire. 

O'er  dale  and  hill  tho  annimona  fiew, 

Not  rest' nor  pause  young  Angus  knew; 

The  tear  that  gathered  in  his  eye, 

He  left  the  mountain  breeie  to  dry; 

Until,  where  Teith'a  young  watera  roJl, 

Betwixt  him  and  a  wooded  knoll, 

That  grazed  the  sable  strath  with  green, 

The  chapel  oF  Saint  Bride  wna  seen. 

Swoln  wBS  tho  stream,  remote  the  bridge, 

But  Angus  paused  not  on  the  edge ; 

Though  the  dark  waves  danced  dizdiy, 

Thoug-h  reeled  his  sympnlhetic  eye, 

He  dashei!  amid  the  lotrent'a  roar; 

His  right  hand  high  the  croasiet  bore, 

His  left  the  pole-axe  grsBped,  to  guide 

And  stay  his  footing  in  tho  tide. 

He  stumbled  twice  — the  foam  splashed  higlij 

With  hoarser  swell  the  stream  raced  by ; 

And  had  he  fallen  —  for  ever  there. 

Farewell  Duncraggan's  orphan  heir! 

But  still,  as  if  in  parting  life, 

Fu'mer  he  grasped  the  Cross  of  strife. 
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Until  the  opposing  bank  he  gained, 
And  up  the  chapel  pathway  Btiained. 

A  blithesome  rout,  that  morning  tide, 
Had  sought  the  chapel  of  Saint  Bride. 
Her  ti'oth  Tombea's  Mary  gave 
To  Norman,  heir  of  Armaudave, 
And,  issuing  from  the  Gothic  arch, 
The  bridal  now  resumed  their  mwch. 
Id  rude,  but  glad  procession,  came 
Bonnetted  sire  and  coif-ckd  dauie  ; 
And  piaided  youth,  with  jest  and  jeer. 
Which  snooded  maiden  would  not  hear, 
And  children,  that,  unwitting  w;iy,' 
Lent  the  gay  shout  their  shrilly  cry; 
And  minstrels,  that  in  measures  vied 
Before  the  young  and  bonny  bride. 
Whose  downcast  eye  and  cheek  disclose 
The  tear  and  blush  of  morning  rose. 
With  virgin  step,  and  bashful  hand, 
She  held  the  kerchief's  snowy  band ; 
The  gallant  bridegroom,  by  her  side, 
Beheld  his  prize  with  victor's  pride. 
And  the  glad  mother  in  her  eai- 
Was  closely  whispering  word  of  cheer. 

Who  niocts  them  at  the  church-yard  goW? 

The  messenger  of  fear  and  fate ! 

Haste  in  his  hurried  accent  lies. 

And  grief  is  swimming  in  his  eyes. 

Ail  dripping  fi'om  the  recent  flood. 

Panting  and  travel-soiled  he  stood, 

The  fatal  sign  of  lire  and  sword 

Held  forth,  and  spoke  the  appointed  >ro,'d  ■ 
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"The  muster-place  ia  Lanriclc  mead; 
Speed  forth  the  signal !  Nornian,  speed  ! " 
And  must  lie  change  so  soon  tlie  hand, 
Just  linked  to  his  by  holy  band. 
For  the  fell  cross  of  blood  and  brand? 
And  must  the  day,  so  blithe  that  rose, 
And  promised  raptnre  in  the  close, 
Before  its  setting  hour,  divide 
The  bridegi'ooni  from  the  plighted  bride? 
Oh  fatal  doom!  —  it  must!  it  must! 
Clan-Alpine's  cause,  her  Claieftain'a  trust, 
Her  snmmons  dread,  brooks  no  delay ; 
Stretch  to  the  race  —  away  !  away ! 

Yet  slow  he  laid  his  plaid  aside, 
And,  lingering,  eyed  his  lovely  bride, 
Until  he  saw  the  starting  tear 
Speak  wo  ho  migiit  not  stop  to  cheer ; 
Then,  trusting  not  a  second  look. 
In  haste  he  sped  him  up  the  brook. 
Nor  backward  glanced  till  on  the  healh 
Where  Lubnaig'e  lake  supplies  the  Teith. 
What  in  the  racer's  bosom  stirred? 
The  sickening  pang  of  hope  deferred. 
And  memory,  with  a  torturing  train 
Of  all  his  morning  visions  vain. 
Mingled  with  love's  impatience,  came 
The  manly  thirst  for  martial  fame ; 
Tho  stormy  joy  of  mountaineers, 
Ere  yet  they  rush  upon  the  spears  ; 
And  zeal  for  clan  and  chieftain  burning, 
And  hope,  from  well-fought  field  returning, 
With  war's  red  honors  on  his  crest, 
To  clasp  his  Mary  to  his  breast. 
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Not  fnater  o'er  thy  Jiealhery  braes, 
Balquidder,  speeds  the  midnight  blaze, 
Rushing  in  coniiagTa.tion  Btrong, 
Thy  deep  ravines  and  dells  along, 
Wrapping  thy  cliffs  in  purple  glow, 
And  reddening  the  dark  lakes  below; 
Not  faster  speeds  it,  nor  so  far, 
As  o'er  thy  hf^atiia  the  voice  of  wai'. 


The  signal  roused  to  martial  coil 

The  sullen  margin  of  Loch-Voil, 

Waked  still  Loch-Doine,  and  to  the  source 

Alarmed,  Balvaig,  thy  swampy  course; 

Thence  southward  turned  its  rapid  road 

Adown  Strath-Gaitney's  valley  broad, 

Till  rose  in  arms  each  man  might  claim 

A  portion  in  Clan-Alpine's  name ; 

Prom  the  gray  sire,  whose  trembling  hand 

Could  hardly  buoWe  on  his  brand, 

To  tlio  raw  boy,  whose  shaA  and  bow 

Were  yet  scarce  terror  to  the  crow. 

Each  valley,  each  sequestered  glen. 

Mustered  its  little  horde  of  men. 

That  met  as  torrents  from  the  height, 

In  Highland  dale  their  streams  unite, 

Still  gathering,  as  they  pour  along, 

A  voice  more  loud,  a  tide  more  strong, 

Till  at  the  rendezvous  they  stood 

By  hundreds,  prompt  for  blows  and  blood; 

Each  trained  to  arms  since  life  began. 

Owning  no  tic  but  to  his  clan, 

No  oath,  but  by  his  Ciiieftain's  hand. 

No  law,  but  Roderick  Dhu's  command. 
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That  summer  mom  liad  Roderick  Dliu 

Surveyed  the  skirls  of  Ben-venue, 

And  sent  his  scouts  o'er  hill  and  heath, 

To  view  the  frontiers  of  Menteith. 

All  backward  came  with  news  of  truce; 

Still  lay  each  martial  Giceme  and  Bruce, 

In  Rednock  courla  no  horsemen  wait, 

No  banner  waved  on  Cardross  gate, 

On  Duchray's  towers  no  beacon  shone. 

Nor  scared  the  herons  from  Loch-Con; 

AIS  seemed  at  peace.     Now,  wot  ye  why 

The  Chieftain,  witli  such  anxious  eye, 

Ere  to  the  muster  he  repair, 

This  western  frontier  scanned  with  cace?- 

In  Ben-venue's  moat  darksome  cleft, 

A  fair,  though  cruel  pledge  was  left; 

Fof  Douglas,  to  hia  promise  true. 

That  morning  from  the  isle  withdrew, 

And  in  a  deep  sequestered  dell 

Had  sought  a  low  and  lonely  cell. 

By  many  a  bard  in  Celtic  tongue. 

Has  Coir-nan-Uriskin  been  sung ; 

A  softer  name  the  Saxon  gave. 

And  called  the  grot  the  Goblin-cave 


It  naa  a  wild  and  ■Jlnnrp  rebeat, 
As  o'ur  BJ.3  troJ  by  oufliw'a  fpet 
The  dell,  upnn  the  roouotain'a  crest. 
Yawned  lika  a  gaah  on  warrior's  breast; 
Its  trench  had  stayed  full  many  a  rock, 
Hurled  by  primeval  earthquake  shock 
From  Ben-venue's  graj   summit  wild 
And  hPre,  m  random  ruin  piled 
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They  frowned  inoumbonl  o'er  the  spot, 
And  formed  the  rugged  sylvan  grot. 
The  oak  and  birch,  with  rrdagled  shade, 
At  noontide  there  a  twilig-ht  made. 
Unless  when  short  and  sudden  shone 
Some  straggling  bemn  on  cliff  or  stone. 
With  such  a  glimpse  as  prophet's  eye 
Gains  on  thy  deptli,  Paturity. 
No  murmur  waked  the  solemn  still, 
Save  tinkling  of  a  fountain  rill  j 
But  whon  the  wind  chafed  with  tlie  lake. 
A  sullen  sound  would  upward  break, 
With  dashing  hollow  voice,  that  spoke 
The  incessant  war  of  wave  and  rock. 
Suspended  cliffs,  with  hideous  sway, 
Seemed  nodding  o'er  the  cavern  gray 
From  such  a  den  the  ivolf  had  sprung, 
In  such  the  wild  cat  leaves  her  young; 
Yet  Douglas  and  his  daughter  fair, 
Sought,  for  a  space,  their  safety  there. 
Gray  Superstition's  whisper  dread 
Debarred  the  spot  to  vulgar  tread ; 
For  there,  she  said,  did  lays  resort. 
And  satyrs  hold  tiicir  sylvan  court. 
By  moonlight  tread  their  mystic  tnaxe, 
And  hlast  the  rash  beholder's  gaie. 


Now  eve,  with  western  shadows  long, 
noated  on  Katrine  bright  and  strong. 
When  Roderick,  with  a  chosen  few, 
Repassed  the  heights  of  Ben-venue. 
Above  the  Goblin-cave  they  go, 
Through  the  wild  pass  of  Beal-nom-bc, 
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The  prompt  retainers  speed  before, 

To  launch  the  shallop  from  the  shore. 

For  cross  Loch-Katrine  lies  his  way 

To  view  the  p^ses  of  Achray, 

And  place  his  clansmen  in  array. 

Vet  lags  the  chief  in  musing  mind, 

Unwonted  sight,  his  men  behind, 

A  single  page,  to  bear  his  sword. 

Alone  attended  on  his  lord ; 

The  rest  their  way  through  thickets  break, 

And  soon  await  him  by  the  lalie. 

It  was  a  fair  and  gallant  sight. 

To  view  them  from  the  neighboring  height^ 

By  the  low-levelled  sunbe^n's  light; 

For  strength  and  statme,  from  the  clan 

Each  warrior  ivas  a  chosen  man. 

As  even  afar  might  well  be  seen 

By  their  proud  step  and  martial  mien. 

TTieir  feathers  dance,  their  tartans  float. 

Their  targot£  gleam,  as  by  the  boat 

A  wild  and  warlike  group  they  stand. 

That  well  became,  such  mountain  strand. 


Their  Chief,  with  step  reluctant,  still 
Was  lingering  on  tlie  craggy  hill, 
Hard  by  where  turned  apart  the  road 
To  Douglas's  obscure  abode. 
It  was  but  with  that  dawning  morn 
That  Roderick  Dhu  had  proudly  sworn. 
To  drown  his  love  in  war's  wild  roar, 
Nor  think  of  Ellen  Douglas  more; 
But  he  who  stems  a  stream  with  sand, 
And  fetters  flame  with  flaxen  band. 
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HYMN  TO   THE  VIEQIN. 

.^ve  Maria!  maiden  mild! 

Listen  to  a  maiden'i  prayer' 
Thou  canst  heir  though  from  tlie  wild, 

Thou  canst  aa-ve  imidit  despair 

Safe  imy  ive  sl'ep  benpath  thy  care, 
Though  bimshfd,  outcaRt   and  reviled  — 

Maiden,  hear  a  maidpn's  prayer ' 
Mother,  heir  a  suppliant  uhild' 

lit  e  l-iana ' 

4te  Vana     undefUed 

Thp  flinty  couch  we  nniv  must  share, 
ahall  seem  with  down  of  eider  piled. 

If  thy  piotei-tii-n  hover  there 
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The  murky  cavern's  heavy  ah- 
Shall  breathe  of  balm  if  thou  Jiast  aniiled; 

Then,  Maiden,  hear  a  maiden's  prayer! 
Mother,  list  a  suppliant  child ! 

^«e  Maria  ' 

Jive  Maria!  Stainless  styled! 

Foul  demons  of  the  earth  and  air. 
From  this  thoir  wonted  haunt  exiled. 

Shall  flee  before  thy  presence  fair 

We  bow  ua  to  our  lot  of  care, 
Beneath  thy  guidance  reconciled ; 

Hear  for  a  maid  a  maiden's  prayer ! 
And  for  a  fy,ther  hear  a  child ! 

Ave  Maria! 

Died  on  the  harp  the  closing  hymn  — 
Unmoved  ui  attitude  and  limb, 
Ae  listening  still,  Clan^Alpine's  lord 
Stood  leaning  on  his  heavy  sword. 
Until  the  page,  with  humble  sign, 
Twice  pointed  to  the  aim's  decline. 
Then,  while  his  plaid  he  round  him  east, 
"  It  is  the  last  time  —  'tis  the  last "  — 
He  muttered  thrice  —  "  the  last  time  o'er 
That  angel-voice  shall  Roderick  hear ! " 
It  was  a  goading  thought  —  his  stride 
Hied  hastier  down  the  mountain  aide; 
Sullen  he  flung  him  in  the  boat. 
And  instant  cross  the  lake  it  shot. 
They  landed  in  that  silvery  bay, 
And  eastward  held  their  hasty  way, 
Till,  with  the  latest  beams  of  light. 
The  band  arrived  on  Lanrick  height. 
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Where  mustered  in  the  vale  below, 

Clan-Alpioe's  men  in  martial  show. 

A  varioas  scene  the  clansmen  made, 

Some  sate,  aome  stood,  some  slowly  strayed; 

But  most,  with  mantlea  folded  round. 

Were  couched  to  rest  upon  the  ground, 

Scarce  to  be  kno^s^n,  by  curious  eye. 

Prom  the  deep  heather  wliore  they  lie. 

So  well  was  matched  the  tartan  screen 

Witii  heath-bell  dork  and  brackens  green; 

Unless  where,  hero  and  there,  a  blade, 

Or  lance's  point,  a  glimmer  made. 

! 

Like  glow-worm  twinkling  through  the  aliade. 

] 

But,  when,  advancing  through  the  gloom. 

1 

They  saw  the  Chieftain's  eagle  plume. 

Their  shout  of  welcome,  shrill  and  wide. 

Shook  the  steep  mountam'a  steady  side. 

Thrice  it  arose,  and  lake  and  fell 

Three  times  returned  the  martial  yelL 

It  died  upon  Bochastle's  plain, 

And  Silence  claimed  her  evening  reign 

3S' 
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CANTO  FOURTH. 


The  roH      a  tarest     leu   tis  budd    g  ne 
A  d  hope  as  bnghtPSt    fI  e      t  da  vas  from  fears 
The  rose    s  s   eoteat  washed  w  th   nor    ng  de 
And  love    s  love!  est      hen  e    bain  ed    n  (ears 
Oh    V  Iding  rose      1  o      fancv  tb  e  endears 

Emblen  of  hope  aid  love  thr  g!  future  years 
Thus  spok  young  Norman  be  r  of  Arm  da  e 
Wl  ^t  t  n  e  ti  e  -iun  arose  on  Ve  a  chi  s  broad  «  ave; 

Su  I    fond  conce  t    half  aa  d   1  alt   s     g 

Lo  e  pron  pted  to  the  br  degroon      tongue 

All    vb  le  he  atr  pped  tl  e  w  Id  rose  spray 

H  8  axe  and  bo  v  bea  de  1  m  laj 

For  on  a  pasa   tv  xt  lake  and    vood 

A      aketul  sentnel  le  stool 

Hark   -—on  the    ock  i  fu  tstep  r  ng 

A  d  inatnnt  to  i  is  arms  ho  apru  g 

"Stand,  or  thou  dieat!  —  What,  Mabse?— soon 

Art  thou  rptumed  from  Braes  of  Doune. 

By  tby  keen  step  and  glance  I  know, 

Thou  bring'f.t  us  tidings  of  the  foe." 

(For  «hi|p  the  Fiery  Cross  hied  on, 

On  distant  scout  had  Malise  gone.) 

"Where  sleeps  the  Chief?"  the  henchman  said, 

"  Apart,  in  yonder  misty  glade ; 

To  his  lone  couch  I'll  be  your  guide." 

Then  called  a  slumberer  by  his  side, 
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And  at)rred  him  with  his  slackened  bow  — 
"  Up,  up,  Glenfarkin  '  rouse  thee,  ho  ' 
We  Boek  the  Ciiiofta.in,  on  the  Uack, 
Kopp  eagle  witrh  till  I     omp  birk" 

Together  up  thp  pasi  thev  'ped 

"  What  ot  the  loemiii  ■' "  Norman  said 

"  Varj  iiig  ruports  from  near  and  fa* , 

This  certain  — that  a  band  of  war 

Hafl  for  tivo  dajs  been  ready  boune, 

At  prompt  command,  to  march  from  Doune ; 

King  J  ime»    the  while,  with  princply  powers. 

Holds  leielry  in  Stiiliiig  toners 

Soon  wiU  this  dark  and  gathenng  cloud 

Speak  on  onr  g-lens  in  thunder  loud. 

Inured  to  bide  such  bitter  bout, 

The  warrior's  plaid  miy  heir  it  out. 

But   Norraan,  liow  "ilt  thou  provide 

A  shelter  tor  thy  bonny  bride  ' " 

"What     know  ye  not  that  Roderick's  caie 

To  the  lone  isle  hath  Lauei'd  repair 

Each  maid  and  matron  it   the  clan. 

And  every  chili  and  aged   man 

Unfit  foi  arms  '  and  given  his  charge, 

Nor  Bluff  nor  shallop    boat  noi  barge. 

Upon  these  hkee  shall  float  at  large, 

But  all  beside  the  islet  moor 

That  such  dear  pledge  may  rest  secure?" 

"Tis  well  advised  — the  Chieilain's  plan 
Bespeaks  the  father  of  his  clan 
But  wherefort  sleeps  Sir  Roderick  Dhu 
Apart  from  all  his  followers  true'' 


h,  Google 


"It  is,  Iiecauao  iMt  evening-tide 

Brian  an  augury  hatli  tried, 

Of  that  dread  kind  whicli  must  not  be 

Unless  in  dread  extremity, 

The  Taghairni  called;  by  which,  afiir. 

Our  sires  foresaw  the  events  of  war. 

Duncraggan's  milk-white  bull  they  slew  — 


"  Ah    w  U  th         !1     t  b    t    I  k     w 
ThhestfUpy        hd 
Wh  pt      ir       rrj  C  11         d. 

H     h  d    w  1      h  w        d  rk, 

H         dygl        dlkfiypk 
So  fi  t       I  d        fl    t, 

So     d  d  h  b  t  eat, 

A  d  k  pt  t     t    t  k  w 

E  t  th     p  IS     f  B    1        h 

Bttepandflty  tl         ad 

Adhrpthhy        pi  d. 

And  wh  t    D  R      , 

A     1  Id  ra  ?!  t        th  I         t    t     1      b  ow." 
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C      i    d              lib        tl     t    b   nk 

CI          h       th    fh    a      g  f        t        1: 

Eock        b        tl    th       h    dl           w  y 

Aid       M  by  ti         as  1         j     y 

Md  t  g          i        k       1            f    t     m, 

Th              d  w    t   p    ph  t      drp 

N      dtat       tsthChf— bthh 

Se        1  d    g    1       thr       h         t      d  buah, 
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His            11              th      11        ra  k 

P            pactotlthtom 

:                  Tbj  w    d    w         vil           y 

B  t    till  I  h  Id  Sir  R  d       k     blad 
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N  t       gl  t  tl   t    fel        d  f        h                  h  11, 
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But,  f      h    p!       —    y         H  t  ti       I    m 

Naught  of  the  friendly  clans  of  Earn? 

Strengthened  by  them  we  well  might  bide 

The  battle  on  Benledi's  side. 

Thou  couldst  not?  —  well!  CIon-AIpine^  men 

Shall  mim  the  Trosachs'  shaggy  glen; 

Within  Loch-Katrino'a  gorge  well  fight, 

All  in  our  maids'  and  matrons'  sight. 

Each  for  his  hearth  and  household  fire, 

Father  for  child,  and  son  for  sire  — 

Lover  for  raald  beloved! — but  why  — 

Is  it  the  breeze  affects  mine  eye  ? 

Or  dost  thou  come,  ill-omened  tear ! 

A  mesacnger  of  doubt  or  fear  ? 

No !  sooner  may  the  Saxon  lance 

Unfix  Benledi  from  liis  stance, 

Than  doubt  or  terror  can  pierce  through 

The  unyielding  heart  of  Roderick  Dhu ; 

'Tia  stubborn  as  his  trusty  targe. 

Each  to  his  post!  —  all  know  their  charge," 

The  pibroch  sounds,  the  bands  advance, 

The  broadswords  gleam,  the  banners  dance. 

Obedient  to  the  Chieftain's  glance. 

I  turn  me  from  the  martial  roar. 

And  seek  Coir-Uriakin  once  more. 
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Where  is  the  Douglas  ?  —  be  is  gone ; 
Ani  Ellen  sits  on  the  gray  stone 
Fast  by  tbe  tuo,  and  makes  her  moan; 
While  vainly  Allan's  words  of, cheer 
Are  poured  on  ber  unheeding  ear. 
"He  will  return^ dear  lady,  trust!  — 
With  joy  roturn ,  ho  will  —  lie  must ! 
Well  was  it  time  to  seek  afar 
Some  refuge  from  impending  war, 
When  p'ew  dan  Alpine's  rugged  swanri 
Are  co«'d  Ly  the  ipproaching  storm. 
I  saw  their  hoats,  with  many  a  light. 
Floating  the  live-long  yesternight, 
Shifting  like  flashes  darted  forth 
By  the  red  streamers  of  the  north ; 
I  marked  at  mom  how  close  they  ride, 
Thick  moored  by  tbe  lone  islet's  side, 
Like  wild  ducks  couching  in  tlie  fen, 
When  stoops  the  hawk  upon  the  glen. 
Since  this  rude  race  dare  not  abide 
The  peril  on  the  mainland  side. 
Shall  not  thy  noble  father's  core 
Some  safe  retreat  for  thee  prepare  ? " 

"No,  AUan,  no!  Pretext  so  kind 
My  wakeful  terrors  could  not  Mind. 
When  in  such  tender  tone,  yet  grave, 
Douglas  a  parting  blessing  gave. 
The  tear  that  gbstened  in  his  eye 
Drowned  not  his  purpose  fixed  and  high. 
My  soul,  though  feminine  and  weak, 
Can  image  his ;  e'en  as  the  lake, 
Itself  disturbed  by  slightest  stroke. 
Reflects  the  invulnerable  rock. 
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Sooth  ttas  iijy  proplipn   of   fear, 
Believe  it  when  it  jugurs  uheer 
Would  we  hid  left  tins  dismal  spot 
111  luck  still  haunts  a  fairj   grot, 
Of  such  a  wond'rous  tale  I  know  — 
Dear  lady,  change  that  look  of  no 
Mj   heart  «  i«  wont  thy  griel   to  cheer  — 


"Well,  be  It  ds  thou  wilt    I  heai 
But  cannot  atup  the  bursting  tear" 
The  Mmitrel  tried  his  simple  art 
But  distint  iar  was  Ellen's  heart- 


Mercy  it  IB  in  the  good  greenwood, 

When  the  mavis  and  merlo  are  singing, 

When  the  deer  aweops  by,  and  the  hounds  are  in  c: 
And  the  hunter's  horn  is  ringing. 

"Oh  Alice  Brand!  my  iiativQ  land 

Is  lost  for  love  of  you ; 
And  n"o  must  hold  by  wood  and  wold, 

As  outlaws  wont  to  do. 

"  Oh  Alice !  'twas  all  for  Ihy  looks  so  bright. 
And  'twas  all  for  thine  eyes  so  blue, 

That  on  the  night  of  our  luckless  flight, 
Thy  brother  bold  I  slew. 
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"Now  must  I  teacli  to  hew  the  beech, 

The  hand  that  held  the  glaive, 
For  leaves  to  spread  our  lowly  bed, 

And  stakes  to  fence  our  cave. 

"  And  for  vest  of  pall,  thy  fingera  small, 

That  wont  on  harp  to  stray, 
A  eioak  mast  aliear  from  thp  slaughtered  deer, 

To  keep  the  cold  u.«i}  " 

"Oh  Bichaid'  if  ny  brother  died, 

Twaa  but  a  fttal  chance  , 
For  darkling  vai,  thf  battle  tned. 

And  Fortune  aped  tlie  lance 

"  If  pall  and  \  iir  no  more  I  wear, 
Nor  thou  the  crimson  sheen. 

As  gt^,   the  torest  green 

"And,  Riclurd,  it   oui  lot  !io  hard. 

And  lost  tin   nati\e  Knil, 
Still  Ahce  has  her  own  Richard, 

And  he  his  Alice  Brand." 


'Tis  merry,  'tis  merry  in  good  greenwood. 

So  blithe  Lady  Alice  is  sin^ng; 
On  the  beach's  pride,  and  the  oak's  brown  side, 

Lord  Richard's  axe  is  ringing. 
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But  out  then  spoke  she,  Alice  Brand, 

That  woman  void  of  fear^ 
"  And  if  there's  blood  upon  his  hand, 

'Tia  but  the  blood  of  deer." 

"  Now  loud  thou  lieat,  thou  bold  of  mood. 

It  cleaves  unto  hie  hand. 
The  stain  of  thine  oivn  kindly  blood, 

The  blood  of  Etheit  Brand." 

Then  forward  stepped  she,  Alice  Brand, 

And  made  the  holy  sig-n  — 
"  And  if  there's  blood  on  Rlcliard's  hand, 

A  spotkss  hand  is  mine. 

"And  I  conjure  thee,  Demon  elf. 

By  him  whom  Demons  fear. 
To  show  UB  whence  thou  art  thyself? 

And  what  thino  errand  here?" 


BALLAD —ROSTINUED. 

'"Tis  merry,  'tis  meriy,  in  Fa.iry-land, 

When  fairy  birds  are  singing. 
When  the  court  doth  ride  by  Iheir  monarch's  side, 

With  bit  and  bridle  ringing-; 

"And  gaily  shines  tlie  Fairy-land  — 

But  fill  is  glistening  show. 
Like  the  idle  gleam  that  DecemliBr's  beam 

Can  dart  on  ice  and  snow. 
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"  And  fading,  likp  that  variPd  gleam, 

Is  our  inconstant  shape, 
Who  non   lite  knight  and  lady  Beera, 

And  now  like  dwarf  and  ape 

"It  was  between  the  night  and  day, 
When  thp  Pairy  king  has  power, 
That  I  sank  done  m  a  siniul  Iray, 
And, 'twixt  life  and  death,  Has  onatciied  away 
To  the  joyleRB  Tlhn  i)o»er 

"But  wist  I  if  1  ivocian  hold. 

Who  thnce  mj   brow   dur^t  sign, 
I  might  regain  my  mortal  mold 

As  fair  a  form  at  thine  ' 

She  crossed  him  once  —  ihe  crossed  lum  twice-- 

That  laiy  was  so  hraie, 
The  fonler  grew  his  goblin  hue 

The  darker  gTe«   the  cii\  < 

She  crossed  him  thrive,  that  hdy  bold ; 

He  rosf  beneath  hrr  hand 
The  iiu-Pst  knight  on   Scottish  mold. 

Her  brother,  Ethert  Blind' 

Meiry  it  la  in  the  good  greenwood. 

When  the  nia^ia  ind  merle  are  singing, 

But  merner  were  thL>   m  Donlermline  gray, 
When  all  the  bells  wue  imgin^i- 


Just  OS  the  minstrela  soundi  neu   otjiil 
A  Stranger  climbed  the  ateepy  glade, 
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Hi9  martial  step,  hi=  stately  mien, 

Hia  hunting  suit  jf  Lincoln  green, 

HiH  eagle  glance  remembrance  claims  — 

'Tis    Snow  doan  9    Knight  ^  'tis   James  FitK- 

EUen  beholil    aa  in  a  dream, 

Then  slartm?   scjii.e  snppreaaed  i  scream: 

"Oh  stnnger'  in  siuh  hour  ot   fear. 

What  omI  hap  has  biou^rht  thee  here?" 

"An  etil  Jia|i  ho"   can  it  be, 

That  bids  me  lock  agam  on  thee  ? 

By  promise  bound,  my  former  guide 

Met  mp  betimes  thw  mornine  tide. 

And  tnarahiiled    over  bank  and  bourne, 

The  happy  path  ot   my  return " 

"The  happ)   pith'  — n hat'  said  lie  naughl 

Of  war,  of  battle  to  b?  fought, 

Of  ginrded  pass'" —  'No,  by  my  faith' 

Nor  saw  I  aught  could  augui  scathe" 

"  Oh  haste  thee   411an    to  the  1  Pin 

—  Yonder  his  t'ulana  I  disown. 

Learn  thou  hia  purpose,  and  conjure 

That  hp  will  guidp  tbp  tttai gei  sure'  — 

What  prompted  thee   unhappy  man' 

Thp  meanpst  self  m  Rodenrk's  clan 

Had  not  been  bribed  by  love  or  fear. 

Unknown  to  hiin    to  f^iiirJe  thee  here" 

"  Sweet  Ellen,  denr  my  life  must  be 

Since  It  IS  worthy   are  from  thee. 

Yet  hte  I  hold  hut  idle  brenth. 

When  \o\e  or  honors  weighed  with  deatli. 

Then  let  me  prolit  by  my  chance. 

And  spoali  my  purpose  bold  it  once 
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iOf>                        THE    LAD!    OF    IKE    LAKE. 

Wh  t  f           p                 lid 

VVl-            th             1       f     t  t              Id 

LU        tly  h     d  — ti          g       th 

Eh^ddhk          U         n. 

SIth      thkgwthtdly 

Tl               t    1   11                thy  w  y 

Ad!         tl  V        t,      h  t          t  b 

\    rs.             f  h      pi  d       t 

H     pi      d  tl          Id             It 

P        d  — kssdl      1      d—     dth      was  gone. 

11       g  d  M      t    1    t     1     ghost 

&    i     t  ly  r  tz-J  m        h  t  past. 

H    J        d  i            1          1          d        <J      n 

Th        1          1   ti      ra       U       b 

A           th      t           th  }   t    k  th       w  y 

n    t  J          L     h  I    t         f     A  h    y 

All        ti      T         1         1                 bU 
Noo  t  d               I     p              th     h  11 
fa  dd       h      oTiJ        loot   d  1      1      d  hgh  — 

M    d    h     was  th  t              -d      y 
H      ta            d  f   tl  —    I    h     t  to         e 
Y                  1         h      d      ty  1 
H     1    k  d  — I      I.          th    ra           prey 
II       w     b            t    d  —     -Vl     gallant  gray ! 
ith— f           ph        —  tw       well 
W              h  d           th    T        h     d  II 
M    <i    i     ra        h    t  — b  t      1     tl 
Wh  tl         wh    p       d  th       h  It  1 
J    1   IS       d      11             th  y  i      d 
E    h     !     t         h     p       h     ^      d. 

Now  wound  the  path  its  dizzy  ledge 

1 

Around  a  precipice's  edg-f. 
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Wl  e     lu     a      a  ted  fp    ale  fo  m 

BI  ghted  \  V    vrath  ot   sun  a  d  storm 

I     tattc  ed    veeA    and       Id  array 

Stool  on      cl  ff  bes  le  the  way 

And  gl'u  c  ng  round  her  restless  eye 

Upon  the        od    tl  c    ook    the  sky 

Seenod     au^Jt  to      ark   jet  all  to  spy 

Her  bo         as  wreathed  w  th  giudy  broom  ^ 

W  tl    j,esture       Id    he      aved  t  [1  mc 

Of  feathPr=     vh  cl    the  eagles  B  ng 

To  c  ag  a  d  cl  ft   f  on    d  sk)     v    g 

Such  spn  Is  I    r  d    pc  ate  toot  had  sought, 

Whe  0  EC    ce    vas  foot  ng  for  tl  e  goa 

Ihe  tartan  plo,  d  ^he  f  st   lescr  ed 

A  d  Bhr  el  ed   1 11  nil  the    ocks    ©p!  ed 

As  !o  d  &1      la     I  ed      hen     Pa    thej   drew, 

For  then  the  Lo    la  J  ga  b  she  kne  v 

And  tl  e     he    i  a  ds    he       Idlj   w  ung 

And  thpn  she        pt,  anl  the     ahe      ng. 

She         „   —the  voce      i  better  £     e 

Pe  chanc     to  i     p  o    lute       ght  ch  ne ; 

A  d     ow   tho  gh  straned  a   I  roughened,  still 

Rung  n  Idly  sweet  t     dale  and  1  11 

Thej   b  d      e  si  ep    t!  e     b  d  n  e  p  av. 
They  say  mj   b  a       s      arped  ind  wrung  — 
I  cannot  sleep  on  H  gbland  hia 

I  cam  ot  p  ^y        H  ghland  tong  e 
But  we  e  I  non     vl    re   411an  gl  des 
Or  heard      y  net    e  Devant  t  le^ 
So  sneetlj   wo  Id  I  rest  a  d  p  aj 
That  1         n  Tio  1       Iotp  m         ntery  day  I 
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"'Twaa  thus  my  hair  they  bade  ine  braid, 
They  bade  me  to  the  chuvch  repair ; 

It  was  my  bridal  mom,  they  said, 
And  my  tnie-love  would  meet  me  there, 

But  wo  betide  the  cruel  guile, 

That  drowned  in  blood  the  moTning  smile ' 

And  wo  betide  the  fairy  dream ! 

1  only  waited  to  sob  and  scream." 

"Who  is  this  maid?  ivhat  means  her  lay? 

She  hovers  o'er  the  hollow  way, 

And  flutters  wide  her  mantle  gray, 

As  the  lone  heron  spreads  Ijis  wing-, 

By  twilight,  o'er  a  haunted  spring." 

"Tis  Blanche  of  Devan,"  Murdoch  said, 

"A  crazed  and  capljve  Lowland  maid, 

Ta'en  on  the  morn  she  was  a  bride. 

When  Roderick  forayed  Devan-side. 

The  gay  bridegroom  resistance  made. 

And  felt  our  Chiefs  uneonquered  blade. 

I  marvel  she  is  now  at  large. 

But  oft  aire  'acapea  from  Maudlin's  charge  ; 

Hence,  brain-sick  fool!"     He  raised  his  bow 

"  Now,  if  thou  atrik'st  lier  but  one  bloiv, 

I'll  pitch  thee  from  the  cliff  aa  far 

As  ever  peasant  pitched  n  bar." 

"  Thanks,  champion,  thanks ! "  the  Maniac  cried, 

And  pressed  her  to  Fitz-James's  side. 

"  See  the  gray  pennons  I  prepare. 

To  seek  my  true-love  through  the  air ! 

I  will  not  lend  that  savage  groom. 

To  brealt  his  fall,  one  downy  plume ! 

No!  —  deep  amid  disjointed  stonea. 

The  woives  shall  batten  on  his  bones. 
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And  tliPn  shall  his  letealed  plaid, 
By  bush  iiiJ  bnar  in  mid  air  etaid, 
Wwe  f->rth  J  ba.nni.1  fur  ind  free, 
Meet  Hi„ml  lor  the  r  rpvclrj 


"Hush  thee    poor  maiduii   md  be  atill" 
"Oh'  thDu  look'ot  kindly    and  I  will 
Mine  eye  has  dried  and  wasted  been, 
But  atiU  It  loves  the  LidcoId  green 
And,  though  ininf  t;a.r  la  all  unstrung, 
Stjll,  atiU  it  lo\p    the  LoivUnii  tongue 


For  oh  my  awLLt  William  «as  forester  (rue, 
He  stole  poor  Blanches  heart  away' 

His  coat  It  nea  all  of  the  a;rGenwood  hue, 
\nd  5)  bhthel}   he  trilk  1  iiiL.  Ljivhnd  lay! 


It  was  not  that  I  meant  to  tell 

But  Ihou  ait  wise,  and  gueaaeat  well" 

Then   in  a  low  and  broken  tone 

And  hurried  not«   the  song  went  on. 

Still  on  the  Clansman,  fearfully, 

She  fixed  hei  apprehensive  eye , 

Then  turned  it  on  the  Kmght,  and  then 

He.  loul    glan  e  I  wildlj   o'ei  the   'Ipi 


"The  toils  are  pitched,  and  the  stakes  are  set, 

Ever  sing  merrily,  merrily ; 
The  bows  they  hend,  and  the  knives  they  whef^ 

Huntera  live  so  cheerily. 
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B         g  1      hra    1         t     Hy 
Ha.        t  t  1     d  }        1 

E  g  h    d  !y  h    d  Ij 

'  It  w  th        1  t  w  th               d  d  do« 

Sh  w      bl    d  d    thf  11} 

Sh  d  I  f  tl      t   1    b  1  w 

Oh  f  tl  f  11  f   thf  lly 

"H    lid         y         d  h         Id  h    d 
Hhdft       Ih  Idpd  — 


Ft  J  1  p  t       d 

Wh      Ell        It       d  r    ra  lost, 

B  t  M     loci        h     t        p  wr     ght, 

A  d  Bl      h  g  t       b      ght 

N  t  1  k  ta     th  t    p       tl 

B  t  1  tilt 

H  d    t  1      bl  d  I  gh 

'  D  sol        tl      t        h    J         d 

P    th    t  f  11    pe  d  th     CI  fl    », 

B  t        1  h      b       h     d    w 

Th      h  ft  1    t     ra    d  P     J  est. 

And  thrilled  in  Blanche  s  faded  breasL 

Murdoch  of  Alpine !  prove  thy  speed. 

For  ne'er  had  Alpine's  son  such  need ! 

With  heart  of  fire,  nnd  foot  of  wind. 

The  fierce  avenger  is  behind ! 

Fate  judges  of  the  rapid  strife  — 

The  forfeit,  deoth  — the  prize  is  life 
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Thy  kindred  ambush  lies  before, 
Close  couched  upon  the  lieathery  moor ; 
Thera  oouldst  thou  reach  — it  may  not  be- 
Thine  ambushed  kin  thou  ne'er  shalt  see, 
The  fiery  Saxon  gains  on  the   ' 
Resistless  speeds  the  dead))   thrust, 
As  Jig'htning  strikes  the  pine  to  8ust, 
With  foot  and  hand  Filz  Jfunes  must  strain, 
Ere  he  can  win  his  blade  igain 
Beat  o'er  the  fall'n,  with  lalcon  eye. 
He  grimly  smiled  to  see  him  die ; 
Then  slowly  wended  back  his  way 
Where  the  poor  maiden  bleeding  lay. 

&he  fate  beneath  tlie  birchen  tree, 
Her  elbow  restmg  on  hei  knee , 
She  had  withdrawn  the  fital  shaft, 
And  gazed  on  it,  aiid  feebly  laughed 
Her  wreath  of  bruom  and  feathers  gray, 
Daggled  with  blood,  beside  her  lay 
Tl     K    gltt      ta  n  h  the  life  stream  tried - 
Stra  t  1  d 
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I       II       t  t  11    h         hen   twas    h  ed, 
N      f  lat        Itl  aa        t  n     head  — 

My  b     D  13  t    n   —b  t    t    hall  wavB 

L  ke  plu   T^  tl  y  1  Imet  b  i  e 

r  11  sun  aad       nd  al   11  b!ea  I    the  stain, 
AathawUb   nw    tne    gan 
I         e      til   —Oh  G  d    noe  b      ht 
Let  Reason  beam  her  patting  light!  — 
Ol      by  t!  J   I  n  ffh  hood'a  honored  sign, 
And  fo    thy  1  fe  p  eserved  by  mine, 
Whe     ti  ou  sh  It  s  e  a  darksome  man, 
Who  boasta  h  n   Chief  of  Alpine's  clan, 
W  tl    ta  tana  b  oad  and  shadowy  plume. 
And  hand  of  blood    and  brow  of  gloom, 
Be  thy  heart  bold,  thy  weapon  strong', 
And  wreak  poor  Blanche  of  Devan's  wtongl- 
Tliey  watch  for  thee  by  pass  and  fell . . . 
Avoid  the  path ...  Oh  God ! . . .  farewell ! " 

A  kindly  heart  had  brave  Fitz-James, 

Faat  poured  hia  eye  at  plty'a  claima ; 

And  now,  with  mingled  grief  and  ire, 

IIo  aaw  the  murdered  maid  cxpii'e, 

"  God,  in  my  neod,  be  my  relief, 

Ah  I  wreak  this  on  yonder  Chief!  "- 

A  lock  from  Blanche's  treaaea  fair 

He  blended  with  her  bridegroom'a  hairj 

The  mingled  braid  in  blood  he  dyed, 

And  placed  it  on  his  bonnet  side ; 

"  By  Him  whose  word  la  truth !  I  swear 

No  other  favor  will  I  wear, 

Till  this  sad  tolsan  I  embrue 

In  the  best  blood  of  Roderick  Dhu ! 

But  hark:  what  meana  yon  famt  halloo' 
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The  cliaie  is  up  —  but  tliey  shall  know 
Tiio  stig  at  bjj's  j.  diiigerous  foe  " 
Biirred  from  ibe  known  but  guaided  «ay, 
Thiough  copse  and  clifi^  Pita  James  must  stray, 
And  oft  must  change  his  desperite  trackj 
By  stream  and  precipice  turned  back 
Heattleas,  fatigued,  and  laint   it  length, 
From  lack  of  food  and  loea  of  strength, 
He  couched  him  in  a  thii.ket  hoar. 
And  thought  his  ioila  and  penis  o'er   — 
"  Ot   ill  my  rash  adventuies  past, 
This  frantic  feat  will  prove  the  last' 
Who  p'er  so  mad  but  might  hue  gueeaed, 
That  all  this  Highhnd  hornets  neat 
Would  muHtei  up  in  Bwaima  ao  soon 
As  e'er  they  heard  oi   bands  at  Doune  ' 
Like  bloodhounds  now  thpj  search  me  out  — 
Hark,  to  the  whistle  and  the  shout' 
If  farthei  through  the  Kilda  1  go, 
I  only  tall  upon  the  foe 
ni  couch  me  here  tdl  evening  gray, 
Then  darkling  try  my  dangeious  way" 


The  shtde^  of  eiP  come  slowly  down, 

The  Hoods  are  wmpped  m  depper  brown. 

The  onl  awikens  Irom  her  dell, 

The  tox  IS  heird  upon  the  fpU , 

Enough  reniaina  of  glimmering  light 

To  guide  the  wanderer's  ste]M  aright, 

Vet  not  enough  fiom  far  to  show 

His  figure  to  the  natchful  foe 

With  cautious  step,  and  ear  awakp. 

He  climbs  the  crag  and  thieids  the  brake 


h,  Google 


il4                             TI 

Ad      t  U 

ni            1  tl       th 

T     p     d  t 

dm  ht       unta 

B  t        V  b 

th  t         pt  fl      w 

Id 

B         b  d  1 

d        1    d  h    b        th 

Id 

I     dead 

dang           d    1 

r      !  d 

d    1  U  d   th        1    w  y 

unknown, 

Taj    1  d 

tepp    h    J     m  y  d 

Til    at. 

k     h         po    t  !      t 

d 

A      tin 

b  f       h       h 

d 

B     d      ts 

b           d      d    1 

U    k  d 

p!  a               t 

A  d   p  h 

p          tl    w  d     h 

d  — 

Tiy 

d  p    po        "sax 

d   " 

"A    t     g 

"    "Wl   t  d    t  thou  require!"                    || 

R    t      d 

g     1         d  1     d      d  fi 

My  If      b 

t      y  p  th      It, 

Th        I    h 

bUd     ylmb       thfost."                     II 

it  th 

f      d  L    R  d      k 

N  ." 

Th      d 

t      t      it  ti  y    If  h     1 

I  d         t 

1            d    11  U     band 

li    b          t 

d  1             d            1 

d 

B  Id        da  — b  t  ti       !  til    b 

ii=t    f  game 

Th    p    il 

f     il            y    1   m 

Ti       h    I 

d  1       th      ta 

1     d 

F     h      d 

!p         b              b 

d 

\\1 

eck  d   wh         h 

h 

Th    p    wl 

g  f         as  t    pp  d 

in 

Thu     tr 

ifa  —  yet  sure 

they  lie, 

Who     y  th 

t  a  secret  spy 

" 

"  Th  5   d 

b}  I            !    Come  Roderick  Dhu,               !| 

And    t   1 

1      tl      boldest  two, 

And  1  t  m 

h  t  till      orning  rest, 

I  wnt    tl 

f  1    h     d  on  their  crest 

h,  Google 


"If  by  the  blaze  I  mark  aright, 

Thou  bear'at  the  belt  und  spur  of  Knight." 

"Then,  by  these  tokeos  may'st  thou  know, 

Each  proud  oppressor's  mortal  foe." 

"  Enough,  enough ;  sit  down  and  share 

A  soldier's  conch,  a  soidiei^  fare." 


He  gave  him  of  his  Highland  cheer, 

The  hardened  flesh  of  mountiun  deei , 

Dry  fael  on  the  fiie  he  laid, 

And  b^de  the  &Txon  share  his  plaid 

Ho  tended  hun  like  wekoine  guest. 

Then  thus  his  furtlier  speech  addressed: 

"Stranger,  I  "un  to  Rodeiick  Dhu 

A  clanainan  born,  a  kmsmin  true , 

Each  word  againat  In--  honor  spoke, 

Demands  af  me  avenging  stioke, 

Yet  more  —  upon  thy  fate,  'tis  said, 

A  mighty  augury  is  laid 

It  rests  with  me  to  »md  my  horn, 

Thou  art  mlh  numbers  oyerboine, 

It-  rests  with  me,  here,  brand  to  brand. 

Worn  as  thou  ait   to  bid  thee  stand 

But  not  for  clan  nor  kindreds  cause. 

Will  I  depart  from  honor'-"  laiva 

To  assail  a  ivearied  man  were  shame, 

A  stranger  is  a  holy  name  , 

Guidance  and  reat,  and  food  and  fire. 

In  vain  he  nevei  moat  require 

Then  rest  thee  here  till  dawn  of  day , 

Myaelt   will  guide  thee  on  the  way, 

O'er  stotk  and  stcne,  through  watch  and  warJ. 

Till  past  Clin  ^Ipme'-j  outnost  guird. 
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\    ft    na  Co  lantogle     to  d  — 

Eon    heo  e  tly  wa  rant       Oj   sword                               |I 

I  tke  thy  cou  tesj    by  Heaven 

As  fleely  aa   t  s    obly  g  ven 

Well  rest  thee    for  the  b  ttera 

a  cry 

S    ga  us  fhe  lakes  w  Id  lillab) 

W  tl    ti  It  he  shook  tl  e  gathe  ed 

heath, 

And  spread  h     pla  d  up  n  the 

eath 

\  A  the  bra  e  f     aen    a  d     hy  s 

de 

Laj   peaceful  do    u  1  ke  h    tie 

t  ed 

\  il  slept     Dtil  the   1     n  ng  bea 

Pu  I  lea  the  a  ou  ta  n  a  d  the  at 

ean. 

_^- 

CANTO    FIFTH. 
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An  hundred  men  miglit  lioid  the  post 
With  hardihood  against  a  host, 
The  rugg-ed  mountain's  scanty  cloak 
Was  dwarfish  shrubs  of  hirch  and  oak, 
With  shingles  bare,  and  cliffi  between. 
And  patches  bright  of  btacken  green. 
And  heather  black,  that  waved  so  high, 
It  held  the  copse  in  rivalry. 
Sut  where  tlie  lake  slept  deep  and  still, 
Dank  osiers  fringed  the  swamp  and  hill. 
And  oft  both  path  and  hill  were  torn. 
Where  wintry  torrent  down  had  borne. 
And  Iieaped  upon  the  cumbered  land 
Its  wreck  of  gravel,  rocks,  and  sand. 
So  toilsome  was  the  road  to  trace, 
The  guide,  abating  of  his  pace. 
Led  slowly  through  the  pass's  jaws, 
And  Bsked  Pitz-Jaraes,  by  what  strange  can 
He  sought  these  wilds,  traversed  by  few, 
Without  a  pass  from  Roderick  Dhu^' 


"Brj.\e  Giel    loj    fai>s    ni    langer  tried, 
Hanga  in  ciy  belt,  and  bj   my  side , 
Yet  sooth  to  tell,"  the  Saxon  said, 
"I  dreamed  not  now  to  claim  its  aid. 
When  here,  but  three  days  smce,  I  camo 
Bewildered  in  pursuit  ot   game. 
All  seemed  as  peaceful  and  as  still. 
As  the  mist  slumbenng  on  )ou  hill. 
Thy  dangerous  chiei   waa  then  afar. 
Nor  soon  e\pected  back  from  war 
Thus  said,  at  least,  my  mountain  guide, 
Though  de«p,  perchance,  the  vilkiii  lied.'' 
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"Yet  why  a  second  venture  try?" 
"A  ivarrior  tliou,  and  ask  me  why? 
Moves  our  free  coiireo  by  such  fixed  cause, 
As  gives  tlie  poor  mechanic  laws  ? 
Enough,  I  sought  to  drive  awaj 
The  lazy  hours  of  peaceful  day ; 
Slight  cause  will  then  suffice  to  guide 
A  knight's  free  footsteps  far  and  wide, 
A  falcon  flown,  a  grayhound  strayed, 
Tiie  merry  glance  of  mountain  maid; 
Or,  if  a  path  be  dangerous  known. 
The  danger's  self  is  lure  a.lone." 


"Thy  secret  keep,  I  urge  tliee  not; 
Yet,  ere  again  ye  sougiit  tiiis  spot. 
Say,  heard  ye  naught  of  Lowland  war, 
Agiunst  Clan-Alpine  raised  by  Mar?" 
"  No,  by  my  word ;  of  bands  prepared 
To  guard  King  Jamra's  sports  I  heard ; 
Nor  doubt  I  aught,  but,  when  they  hear 
This  muster  of  the  mountaineer. 
Their  pennons  will  abroad  be  flung, 
Which  else  in  Doime  liad  peaceful  hung." 
"Free  be  tliey  fluvig!  —  for  we  were  loth 
Their  silken  folds  should  feast  the  moth. 
Free  be  they  flung  !^  as  free  shall  wave 
Clan- Alpine's  pine  in  banner  brave. 
But,  Stranger,  peaceful  since  you  came, 
Bewildered  in  the  mountain  game, 
Whence  the  bold  boast  by  which  you  show 
Vich-Alpine's  vowed  and  mortal  foe?"  — 
"Warrior,  but  yester-mom  I  knew 
Naught  of  thy  Chieftain,  Roderick  Dhu, 
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Save  as  an  outlawed  desperate  man, 
The  chief  of  a  rebellious  clan, 
Who,  in  the  Regent's  court  and  sight, 
With  ruffian  dagger  stabbed  a  knight; 
Yet  this  olone  might  from  his  part 
Sever  each  true  and  loyal  heart." 


Wrotful  at  such  arraigrrniejit  foul, 
Dark  lowered  tlie  Cluiisman'a  sable  scoivl, 
A  space  he  paused,  thea  sternly  said  — 
"And  heard'st  thou  why  he  drew  his  blade? 
Heard'st  thou  that  shameful  word  and  blow 
Brought  Roderick's  vengeance  on  liis  foe  ? 
What  reck'd  the  Chieftain,  if  he  stood 
On  Highland  heath  or  Holy-Rood  ? 
He  rights  such  wrong  where  it  is  given, 
If  it  were  in  tlie  court  of  heaven." 
"Still  was  it  outrage;  —  yet,  'tis  true. 
Not  tlien  claimed  sovereignty  hie  due ; 
While  Albany,  witli  feeble  hand. 
Held  borrowed  truncheon  of  cfimmand. 
The  young  king,  mewed  in  Sterling  tower, 
Was  stranger  to  respect  and  power. 
But  then,  thy  Chieftain's  robber  life !  — 
Winning  mean  prey  hy  causeless  strife, 
Wrenching  from  ruined  Lowland  swain 
His  herds  and  harvest  reared  in  vain  — 
Methinks  a  soul  like  thine  should  scom 
The  spoils  from  such  foul  foray  borne." 
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Answered  Fitz-Jaraes  —  "And,  if  I  Bouglil, 

Think'at  thou  no  other  couM  be  brought  ? 

What  deem  ye  of  ray  path  waylwd, 

My  life  given  o'er  to  ambuscade  ?  " 

"  Ab  of  a  meed  to  rashness  due ; 

Hadat  thou  sent  warning  fair  and  true  — 

I  seek  my  hound  or  falcon  aUayed, 

I  seek,  good  faith,  a  Highland  maid  — 

Free  htidst  thou  been  to  come  and  go; 

But  secret  path  marks  secret  foe. 

Nor  yet,  for  this,  oven  as  a  spy, 

Hndst  thou,  unheard,  been  doomed  to  die, 

Save  to  fulfll  an  augury." 

"  Well,  let  it  pass ;  nor  will  I  now 

Fresh  cause  of  enmity  avow. 

To  chafe  thy  mood  and  cloud  thy  brow. 

Enough,  I  am  by  promise  tied 

To  match  me  witli  this  man  of  pride ; 

Twice  have  I  sought  Clan-Alpine's  glen 

In  peace  ;  but  when  I  come  agen, 

I  come  with  banner,  brand,  and  bow, 

As  leader  seeks  his  mortal  foe. 

For  love-lorn  swain,  in  lady's  bower, 

Ne'er  panted  for  the  appointed  hour. 

As  I,  until  before  me  stand 

This  rebel  Chieftain  and  his  band." 


"Have  then  thy  wish!"  —  he  whistled  shrill 
And  he  was  answered  from  the  hill; 
Wild  as  the  soroam  of  the  curfew. 
From  crag  to  crag  the  signal  flew. 
Instant,  through  copse  and  heath,  arose 
Bonnets,  and  spears,  and  bended  bows; 
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Pitz-Jamea  looked  round  —  yet  scarco  believed 
The  witness  that  his  sight  receivpd ; 
Such  appu,ritions  well  might  seem 
Delusion  of  a  dreadful  dream. 
Sir  itoderick  in  suspense  ha  eyed. 
And  to  his  look  the  Chief  replied, 
"Fear  naaght — ^  nay,  that  I  need  not  say^- 
But  —  doubt  not  auglit  from  mine  array. 
Thou  art  my  gueat;  —  1  pledged  my  word 
Aa  far  aa  Coilantogle  furd : 
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Nor  would  I  call  a  clajiaman'a  brand 

For  aid  against  one  valiant  hand, 

Thoogli  on  our  atrifo  lay  every  vale 

Rent  by  the  Sason  from  the  Gael. 

So  move  ive  on ;  —  I  only  meant 

To  show  the  reed  on  which  you  leant. 

Deeming  this'  path  you  might  pursue. 

Without  a  pass  from  Roderick  Dhu." 

They  moved  ;  —  I  sidd  Pita-James  was  brave 

As  ever  kniglit  that  belted  glaive  ; 

Yet  dare  not  say,  that  now  hia  blood 

Kept  on  its  wont  and  tempered  flood, 

As,  following  Roderick's  stride,  he  drew 

That  seeming  lonesome  pathway  through, 

Which  yet,  by  fearful  proof,  was  rife 

With  lances,  that  to  talie  liis  life 

Waited  bat  signal  ftom  n  guide, 

So  late  dishonored  and  defied. 

Ever,  by  stealth,  his  eye  sought  round 

The  vanished  guardians  of  the  ground. 

And  still  from  copse  and  heather  deep. 

Fancy  saw  spear  and  broadsword  peep, 

And  iTi  the  plover's  shrilly  etrain, 

The  signal  whistle  heard  again. 

Nor  breathed  ho  free,  till  far  behind 

The  pass  was  left ;  for  then  they  wind 

Along  a  wide  and  level  green. 

Where  neither  tree  nor  tuft  was  seen, 

Nor  rush,  nor  bush  of  broom  waa  near. 

To  hide  a  bonnet  or  a  apear. 


The  Chief  in  silence  strode  before, 

And  reached  that  torrent^s  sounding  ahora 
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Which,  daughter  of  three  mighty  lakes, 

From  Vennachar  in  silver  breaks, 

Sweeps  through  the  plain,  and  ceascloas  mines 

On  Bochastle  the  mouldering  lines. 

Where  Rome,  the  Empress  of  the  world, 

Of  yove  her  eagle  wings  unfurled. 

And  here  his  course  the  Oiieftain  et^d, 

Threw  down  his  target  and  his  pMd, 

And  to  the  Lowland  warrior  said ; 

"Bold  Saxon!  to  his  promise  just, 

Vich-Alpine  has  discharged  his  trust 

This  murderous  chief,  this  ruthless  man. 

This  head  of  a  rebellious  clan, 

Hath  led  thee  safe,  through  wat-ih  and  ward, 

Par  past  Clan-Alpine's  outmost  guard. 

Now,  man  to  man,  and  steel  to  steel, 

A  ohieftfun's  vengeance  thou  shall  feel. 

See,  here,  all  vantageless  I  stand, 

Aimed,  like  thyself,  with  single  brand ; 

For  this  is  Coilantogle  ford. 

And  thou  must  keep  thee  witJi  thy  aword." 

The  Saxon  paused:  — I  ne'er  delayed. 
When  foeman  bade  me  draw  my  blade; 
Nay  more,  brave  Chief,  I  vowed  tJiy  death  , 
Vet  sure  thy  fan'  and  generous  faith,   • 
And  my  deep  debt  for  life  preserved, 
A  better  meed  have  well  reserved-  ■— 
Can  naught  but  blood  our  feud  atone  ? 
Are  there  no  meazis?"  — "No,  Stranger,  none! 
And  hear  — to  fire  ihy  flagging  zeal  — 
The  Sason  cause  rests  on  thy  steel ; 
For  thus  spoke  Fate  by  prophet  bred 
Between  the  living  and  the  dead : 
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'  Who  sjiills  tlie  foremost  foeman's  life, 
His  party  conqaers  jti  the  strife.' " 
"Then,  by  my  word,"  the  Saxon  said, 
"  The  riddle  is  already  read. 
Seek  yonder  brake  beneath  the  clilF — 
There  lies  Red  Murdoch,  stark  and  stifE 
Thus  Fate  has  solved  her  prophecy. 
Then  yield  to  Pate,  and  not  to  me. 
To  James,  at  Stirling,  let  us  go. 
When,  if  thou  wilt  be  still  his  foe. 
Or  if  the  King  sliall  not  agree 
To  grant  tliee  grace  and  favor  free, 
I  plight  mine  honor,  oath,  and  word. 
That,  to  thy  native  strength  restored, 
With  each  advantage  shalt  tliou  stand. 
That  aids  thee  now  to  guard  thy  land." 

Dai-It  lightning  flashed  from  Roderick's  eye-- 

"  Soars  thy  presumption,  then,  so  high, 

Because  a  wretched  kern  ye  slew, 

Homage  to  name  to  Roderick  Dhu  ? 

He  yields  not,  he,  to  man  nor  Fate ! 

Thou  add'st  but  fuel  to  my  hate  — 

My  clansman's  blood  demands  revenge. 

Not  yet  prepared  ?    By  heaven,  I  change 

My  thonght,  and  hold  thy  valor  light 

As  that  of  some  vain  carpet-knight. 

Who  ill  deserved  my  courteous  care. 

And  whose  best  boast  is  but  to  near 

A  hraid  of  his  fair  lady's  hair." 

"  I  thank  tliee,  Roderick,  for  the  word ! 

It  nerves  my  heart,  it  steels  my  sword ; 

For  I  have  sworn  this  braid  to  stain 

In  the  best  blood  that  warms  thy  vein 
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Now,  tiTice,  farowell !  and  rutli,  be  gone!  — 
Yet  think  not  that  by  thee  alone, 
Proud  Chief!  can  courtesy  be  shown; 
Though  not  from  copae,  or  heafh,  or  caim. 
Start  at  my  whistle  clansmen  stem, 
Of  thia  small  horn  one  feehle  hlaat 
Would  fearful  odds  against  thee  cast. 
But  fear  not  —  doubt  not  — which  thou  wilt— 
We  try  this  quarrel  hilt  to  bilt ," 
Then  each  at  once  his  falchion  drew, 
Each  on  the  ground  his  scabbard  threw, 
Each  looked  io  sun,  and  stream,  and  plain. 
As  what  they  ne'er  might  see  again ; 
Then  foot,  and  point,  and  eye  opposed. 
In  dubious  strife  they  darkly  closed, 

111  fared  it  tiien  ivith  Roderick  Dhu, 
That  on  the  field  his  targe  he  threw, 
Whose  brazen  studs  and  tough  bull-hide 
Had  death  so  often  dashed  aside ; 
For,  trained  abroad  his  arms  to  wield, 
Fitz-James'a  blade  was  sword  and  shield. 
He  practised  every  pass  and  ward. 
To  thrust,  to  strike,  to  feint,  to  guard ; 
While  less  expert,  tJiough  stronger  far. 
The  Gael  maintained  unequal  war. 
Three  times  in  closing  strife  they  stood, 
And  thrice  the  Saxon  sword  drank  blood  — 
No  stinted  draught,  no  scanty  tide. 
The  gushing  flood  the  tartans  dyed. 
Fierce  Roderit'.i  felt  the  fatal  drain. 
And  showered  hie  blows  like  wintry  rain. 
And,  as  firm  rock,  a  castle-roof. 
Against  the  winter  shower  is  proof, 
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The  Gael  abov,,  Fitz  James  below. 
The  Chieftain's  gripe  iiis  throat  compressor. 
His  knee  waa  planted  in  hia  breast ; 
His  clotted  locks  he  backward  threw, 
Acrosa  his  brow  his  hand  he  drew, 
From  blood  and  mist  to  clear  his  sight. 
Then  gleamed  aloft  his  dagger  bright! 
But  hate  ajid  fury  ill  supplied 
The  stream  of  life's  exhausted  tide, 
And  all  too  late  the  advantage  came, 
To  turn  the  odds  of  deadly  game  j 
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tor,  while  the  doggei  gleamed  on  high, 
Reekd  soul  and  sense,  iLc,led  biain  and  eye, 
Doiin  cnme  th"  binn  '  but  m  the  heath 
Ite  pmng  blade  found  bloudleis  elieath. 
The  struggling  foe  may  non  unclasp 
The  fainting  Chief's  rplasmg  srasp , 
Unn  Dunded  fiom  the  dreidtul  close. 
But  brt-ithlc-b  1.11   FilaJjuit-j  artdP 


He  taltered  thanks  to  hea.\pn  ior  life, 
Redeemed,  unhoped,  from  desperate  swife ; 
Next  on  his  foe  his  liwk  he  cost, 
Whose  eveiT  gasp  ippeared  hi^i  last. 
In  Rodcucli's  gore  he  dipped  the  braid, 
"Poor  Blanche'  thy  "longs  ij-e  dearly  paio 
Yet  with  thy  foe  must  die,  or  live. 
The  praise  that  Faith  and  Valor  give" 
With  that  he  blew  a  bugle  note 
Undid  the  collar  fioiii  his  throat, 
UnbonneUed,  and  by  the  wave 
Sate  down  hiE  brow  and  hands  to  lave 
Then  faint  atai  aru  hearrl  the  feet 
Ut  mihing  steeds  in  gillop  Jleet , 
The  sounds  increase   and  now  are  seen 
Four  mounted  squires  in  Lincoln  green; 
Two  who  beai  lancf,  and  two  who  lead, 
By  loosened  rein,  a  saddled  steed , 
Bach  onward  held  his  headlong  ciurse, 
And  by  Fitz  James  leined  up  his  horse. 
With  wonder  viewel  the  bhody  spot  — 
'  Exclaim  not  gallanta  '  question  nit 
You,  Herbert  and  LufTncaa,  eliffht. 
And  bind  the  wound'  of  vonde    knighl 
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Let  the  gray  palfrey  bear  his  weight, 
We  Jeatined  for  a  fairer  freight, 
And  bring  him  on  to  Stirling  straight; 
I  will  before  at  better  speed. 
To  seek  fresh  horse  and  fitting  weed. 
The  sun  rides  high ;  I  must  be  boime 
To  see  the  archer-game  at  noon ; 
But  lightiy  Bayard  clears  the  lea, 
De  Vaux  and  Berries,  follow  me ! 

"Stand,  Bayard,  stand!"  the  steed  obeyed, 
Witli  arching  neck  and  bended  head, 
And  glancing  eye,  and  qnivering  ear, 
As  if  he  loved  his  lord  to  hear. 
No  foot  Pitz-James  in  stirrup  staid, 
No  grasp  upon  the  saddle  laid, 
But  wreathed  hia  left  hand  in  the  mane, 
And  lightiy  bounded  fram  the  plain, 
Turned  on  the  horae  his  armed  heel, 
And  stirred  hia  courage  with  the  steel. 
Bonndfid  the  fiery  steed  in  air, 
The  rider  sate  erect  and  fair. 
Then,  like  a  holt,  from  steel  crosa-bow 
Forth  launched,  along  the  plain  they  go. 
They  dashed  that  rapid  torrent  tllrough. 
And  up  Carhonie's  hill  they  fleiv ; 
Still  at  the  galtup  pricked  the  knight. 
His  merry-men  followed  as  they  might. 
Along  thy  banks,  swift  Teith!  they  ride, 
And  in  the  race  they  mock  thy  tide ; 
Torry  and  Lendrick  now  are  past. 
And  Deanstown  lies  behind  them  cast; 
They  rise,  the  bannered  towers  of  Doune, 
They  sink  in  distant  woodland  soon ; 
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Eloir-Drummond  sees  the  hoofs  atriko  fire, 
They  sweep  like  breeze  through  Ochtertyre; 
They  mark  just  glance  and  disappear 
The  lofty  brow  of  ancient  Keir ; 
Thoy  bathe  their  coursers'  aiveltoring  sides. 
Dark  Forth !  amid  tliy  sluggish  tides, 
And  on  the  opposing  shore  tiike  ground. 
With  plush,  with  scramble,  and  with  bound. 
Right  hand  they  leave  tliy  cliffs,  Craig-fortli. 
And  soon  the  bulwark  of  the  North, 
Gray  Stirling,  witli  her  towei-a  ajid  town. 
Upon  then-  fleet  career  looked  down. 

As  up  the  flinty  path  they  strained. 

Sudden  his  steed  the  leader  reined  ; 

A  aigna.1  to  his  squire  he  flung, 

Who  instant  to  his  stiiTup  sprung:  — 

"Seeat  thou.  Do  Vaux,  yon  ivoodaman  gray, 

Who  towBward  holds  the  rocky  way, 

Of  stature  tall  and  poor  array  ? 

Mark'st  thou  the  firm,  yet  active  stride, 

With  which  he  scales  the  mountain  side? 

Know'st  thou  from  whence  he  comes,  or  whom?' 

"No,  by  my  word;  —  a  burly  groom 

He  seems,  who  in  the  field  or  chaao 

A  Baron's  train  would  nobly  grace." 

"  Out,  out,  De  Vaux !  can  fear  supply 

And  jealousy,  no  sharper  eye  ? 

Aftr,  ere  to  the  hill  h    d 

Thai  stately  form  ad    t  p  I  k     w 

Like  form  in  Scotia  d  is  n  t        n 

Treads  not  such  step        Sl  tt  h  g    en. 

■Tia  Jamea  of  Doug!       b     b      t  S    le ! 

The  uncle  of  the  b       h  d  E    1 
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And  see'  upon  the  crowrltd  Btieel, 

In  motley  gionps  what  maskeis  meet' 

Banner,  and  pageant,  pipe  and  drum, 

And  merry  momce  dancers  come 

I  guess,  by  al!  tins  quuiit  array, 

The  burghers  hold  their  "ports  to  dny, 

James  «i]l  he  therp  — he  love"  auth  show, 

Where  the  good  yeoman  bends  his  bow, 

And  the  tough  wrestlei  ioils  his  foe, 

As  well  aa  where,  m  proud  cireor 

The  highborn  tiller  ahiscro  apeir 

rU  follow  to  the  Castle  park. 

And  pKy  i ly  prize — Kuig  Junta  shall  mark. 

If  age  his  tdntd  these  sinena  stirk, 

Whose  forie  to  oft,  in  happier  days, 

His  boyish  woiidtr  loved  to  praise" 


The  Castle  gates  "(^le  open  dung 

The  quivering  dn«  bridge  rook  d  ind  rung. 

And  echoed  loud  the  flinfy  street 

Beneath  the  coursers'  clattering  feet, 

As  slowly  doiin  the  deep  descent 

Fair  Scotland  3  king  and  nobles  went, 

While  ail  along  the  orDwded  way 

Wna  jubjleu  and  loud  huzza 

And  ever  James  wat,  bending  low. 

To  hiH  white  jennets  saddle  bow. 

Doffing  bis  uap  to  cit)   dame, 

Who  smiled  ind  blushed  for  pride  and  shame. 

And  well  the  aimperer  might  be  vam  — 

He  chose  the  laireal  of  the  tram 

Gravely  lie  g  eeto  e  ch  titj   sire. 

Commends  each  pageant's  quamt  attire, 
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Prom  the  King'i  hand  must  Doug-laa  take 
A  silver  dart,  the  archeis,  state, 
Fondly  he  watched,  with  wateiy  eye. 
Some  answering  glance  of  sympathy  — 
No  kind  emotion  made  reply ! 
IndifTetent  as  to  archer  wight. 
The  monavcli  gave  the  arroiv  bright 


Now,  clear  tlie  ring !  foi',  hand  to  hand. 
The  manly  wrestlers  take  their  stand. 
Two  o'er  the  rest  superior  rose. 
And  proud  demanded  mightier  foes. 
Nor  called  in  vain ;  for  Douglas  came. 
—  For  life,  is  Hugh  of  Lambert  lame; 
Scarce  better  John  of  Alloa's  fare. 
Whom  senaeleaa  home  his  comrades  bear 
Prize  of  the  wrestling  match,  the  King 
To  Douglas  gave  a  golden  ring. 
While  coldly  glanced  his  eye  of  blue. 
As  frozen  drop  of  winter  dew. 
Douglas  would  speak,  but  in  his  breast 
His  struggling-  soul  his  worda  suppressed : 
Indignant,  then,  be  turned  him  where 
Their  arms  the  brawny  yeomen  bare. 
To  hurl  the  massive  bar  in  air. 
When  each  his  utmost  strength  had  shown, 
The  Douglas  rent  an  earth-fast  stone 
PVom  its  deep  bed,  then  heaved  it  high. 
And  sent  the  fragment  through  the  sky, 
A  rood  beyond  the  farthest  mark; 
And  still,  in  Stirling's  royal  park. 
The  gray-haired  sires  who  know  the  past. 
To  strangei«  point  the  Douglas-cast, 
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The  Monarch  saw  the  gambols  flng, 
And  bade  let  loose  a  gallant  stag, 
Whose  pride,  the  holiday  to  crowa, 
Two  favorite  grayhounds  should  pull  down, 
That  vension  free,  and  Bourdoaus  wine, 
Might  serve  the  nrchery  to  dine. 
But  Lufra  —  whom  from  Douglas'  side 
Nor  bribe  nor  tlareat  could  e'er  divide  — 
The  fleetest  hound  in  all  the  North, 
Brave  Lufra  saiv,  and  darted  forth. 
She  iefl  the  royal  hounds  mid-way, 
And  dashing  on  the  antlered  prey, 
Sank  her  sharp  muzzle  in  his  flank, 
And  deep  the  flowing'  life-blood  drank. 
The  King's  stout  huntsman  saw  the  sport 
By  strange  intruder  broken  short, 
Came  up,  and,  with  his  leash  unbound. 
In  anger  struck  the  noble  hound. 
The  Douglas  had  endured,  that  morn, 
The  King's  cold  look,  the  nobles'  scorn, 
And  last,  and  worst  to  spirit  proud. 
Had  borne  the  pity  of  the  crowd; 
But  Lufra  had  been  fondly  bred, 
To  share  his  board,  to  watch  his  bed  ; 
And  oft  would  Ellen,  Lufra's  neck. 
In  maiden  glee,  with  garlands  deck; 
They  were  such  playmates,  that  with  name 
Of  Lufra,  Ellen's  image  came. 
His  stifled  wrath  is  brimming  high, 
In  darkened  brow  and  flashing  eye ; 
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Aa  BTives  before  the  bark  divide, 
The  crowd  gave  way  before  his  stride ; 
Nee(1s  but  a.  buffet  and  no  more, 
The  groom  lies  senseless  in  his  gore. 
Such  blow  no  other  hand  could  deal. 
Though  gauntletted  in  glove  of  steel. 

Then  clamored  loud  the  royal  train. 

And  brandished  swords  and  staves  amain ; 

But  stern  the  Baron's  warning  —  "  Back ! 

Back  on  jour  Hvea,  ye  menial  pack! 

Beware  the  Douglas.     Yes  !  behold, 

King  James,  the  Douglas,  doomed  of  old, 

And  vainly  sought  for  near  and  far, 

A  vicljm  to  atone  the  war. 

A  willmg  victim,  now  attends. 

Nor  craves  thy  grace  but  for  his  friends." 

"  Thus  is  my  clemency  repaid  ? 

Presumptuous  lord ! "  the  Monarch  said  ; 

"Of  thy  mis-proud  ambitious  clan, 

Thou,  James  of  Bothwell,  wert  the  man. 

The  only  man,  in  whom  a  foe 

My  womart-mercy  would  not  know : 

But  shall  a  Monarch's  presence  brook 

Injurious  blow,  anu  haughty  look? 

What  ho !  the  Captain  of  our  Guard  ! 

Give  the  offender  fitting  ward, 

Break  off  the  sports ! "  for  tumult  rose, 

And  yeoman  'gan  to  bend  their  bows  — 

"  Break  off  the  sports  ! "  he  said,  and  frowned 

"  And  bid  our  horseman  clear  the  ground." 

Then  uproar  wild  and  miaarmy 
Marred  the  fair  form  of  feata!  day. 
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Vour  grace  will  hear  of  battle  fougnt ; 
But  earnestly  the  Earl  besought, 
Til!  for  such  diinger  he  provide, 
With  scanty  triun  you  will  not  ride." 

"Thou  warn'st  me  I  have  done  amias, 
I  should  Iiavo  earlier  looked  to  this: 
I  lost  it  in  this  bustling  day. 
Retrace  with  speed  thy  former  \vay ; 
Sparc  not  for  spoiling  of  thy  steed. 
The  best  of  mine  shall  be  thy  meed. 
Say  to  our  faithful  Lord  of  Mar, 
We  do  forbid  the  intended  war ! 
Roderick,  this  morn,  in  single  fight. 
Was  made  our  prisoner  by  a  knight, 
And  Douglas  hath  hiroself  and  cause 
Submitted  to  our  kingdom's  laws. 
The  tidings  of  their  leaders  lost 
Will  soon  dissolve  the  mountain  host, 
Nor  would  we  that  the  vulgar  feel, 
For  their  Chief's  crimes,  avenging  steel. 
Bear  Mai'  our  message,  Braco,  fly." 
He  tumod  hia  steed— "My  liege,  I  hie. 
Yet,  ete  t  cross  this  lily  lawn, 
I  fear  the  broadswords  will  be  drawn." 
The  turf  the  flying  courser  spurned, 
And  to  his  towers  the  King  returned. 

Ill  with  King  James's  mood  that  day 
Suited  gay  feast  and  minstrel  lay; 
Soon  was  dismissed  the  courtly  throng 
And  soon  cut  short  the  festal  song. 
Nor  less  upon  the  saddened  town 
The  evening  sank  in  sorrow  down ; 
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The  burghers  spoke  of  civil  jar, 

Of  rumored  feuda  and  mountain  war, 

Of  Moray,  Mar,  and  Roderick  Dhu, 

Ail  up  in  arms:  the  Douglas  too. 

They  mourned  him  pent  within  the  hoia 

Where  stout  Earl  William  was  of  old; 

And  there  his  word  the  speaker  staid, 

And  finger  on  liis  lip  he  laid, 

Or  pointed  to  his  dagger  blade. 

But  jaded  horsemen  from  the  west, 

At  evening  to  the  castle  pressed  ; 

And  busy  talkers  said  they  bore 

Tidings  of  fight  on  Katrine's  shore; 

At  noon  the  deadly  fray  begun, 

And  lasted  till  the  set  of  sun. 

Thus  giddy  rumor  shook  the  town, 

Till  closed  the  Night  her  penDons  amwa. 
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CANTO  SIXTH. 


The  suii,  awakening,  through  the  amoky  lur 

Of  the  dark  city  casts  a  euUeii  glance, 
Rousing  eacli  caitiff  tn  his  taalt  of  care. 

Of  sinful  man  the  aad  inheritance ; 

Summoning  revellers  from  the  lagging  dance, 
Scaring  (he  prowling  rohher  to  his  den ; 

Gilding  on  battled  tower  the  warder's  lance, 
And  warning  student  pale  to  leave  hia  pen. 
And  yield  his  drowsy  eyes  to  the  kind  nurse  of  men. 

What  various  scenes,  and  oh  !  what  scenes  of  wo. 

Are  witnessed  by  that  red  and  struggling  beam! 
The  fevered  patient,  from  his  pallet  loi*, 

Through  crowded  hospital  beholds  it  stream; 

The  ruined  maiden  trembles  at  its  gleain, 
The  debtor  wakes  to  thoughts  of  gyve  and  jail, 

The  love-lorn  wretch  starts  from  tormenting  dream  j 
The  wakeful  mother,  by  the  glimmering  pale, 
Trims  her  sick  infant's  couch,  and  sootlies  his  feeble 

At  dawn  the  towers  of  Stirling  rang 
With  Boldiet-step  and  weapon-clang, 
While  drums,  with  rolling  note,  foretell 
Relief  to  weary  sentinel. 
Through  narrow  loop  and  casement  barred, 
The  sunbeams  sought  the  Court  of  Guard, 
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SOLDIEK'S   SONG. 

Our  vicar  still  preaches  tliat  Peter  and  I'oule 

Laid  a  swinging  long  curse  on  the  bonny  brown  bowl, 

That  lliere'a  wrath  and  despair  in  the  jolly  black  jack, 

And  seven  deadly  sins  in  a  flagon  of  sack  ; 

Yet  whoop,  Bornaby!  ofT  with  thy  liquor, 

Drink  upsees  out,  and  a  fig  for  the  vicar  ! 

Our  vicar  ho  calls  it  dauioation  to  sip 

The  ripe  ruddy  dew  of  a  woman's  dear  lip, — 

Says  that  Belzebub  lurks  in  her  kerchief  so  sly, 

And  ApoUyon  shoots  darts  from  her  merry  black  eye  i 

Yet  whoop,  Jack !  kiss  Gillian  the  quicker. 

Till  she  bloom  like  a  rose,  and  a  fig  for  the  view! 

Our  vicar  thus  preaches  — and  why  should  he  not? 
For  tlie  dues  of  his  cure  are  the  placket  and  pot; 
And  'tis  right  of  his  office  poor  laymen  to  lurch, 
Who  infringe  the  domains  of  our  good  mother  Chuivh  j 
Yet  whoop,  bully-boys  !  off  with  your  liquor, 
Sweet  Marjorie's  the  word,  and  a  fig  for  the  vicftr! 


The  warder,  challpn^p  hem  1  iwthout 
Stayed  in  raid  roor  the  meny  ahnuL 
A  sold  er  to  tl  e  portal  went  — 

Here  is  old  Bertram   hirs,  ot   Ghent, 
Ai  d   beat  fo    j  ibilee  the  drum  ' 
A  n  a  d  and  n     titrel  inch  him  come 
Bertra       a  Flea  ng   gra)   and  scarred, 
W  as  ente     „     ow   the  Tourt  ol   Guard, 
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Old  Allan,  thougli  unfit  for  sti'ife, 
Ldid  hand  upon  his  dagger-knife ; 
But  Ellen  boldly  stopped  betiveen, 
And  dropped  at  once  the  tartan  screen; 
So,  from  his  rnorning  cloud,  appears 
The  aun  of  May,  through  summer  tears. 
The  savage  soldiery,  amazed, 
As  on"  descended  angel  gazed ; 
Even  hardy  Brent,  abashed  and  tamed, 
Stood  half-admiring,  half-ashamed. 

Boldly  she  spoke —  " Soldiers,  attend! 
My  father  was  the  soldier's  friend; 
Cheered  him  in  camps,  in  march^  led, 
Anil  with  him  in  the  battle  bled. 
Not  from  the  valiant,  or  the  strong. 
Should  exile's  daughter  aiiiFer  wrong." 
Answered  Do  Brent,  most  forward  still 
In  every  feat  of  good  or  ili, 
"I  shame  me  of  the  part  I  played; 
And  thou  an  outlaw's  child,  poor  maid! 
An  outlaw  I,  by  Forest  laws, 
And  merry  Needwood  knows  the  cause. 
Poor  Rose  —  if  Rose  be  living  now"™ 
He  wiped  hia  iron  eye  and  brow, 
"Must  bear  such  age,  I  think,  as  thou. 
Hear  ye,  my  mates ;  I  go  to  call 
The  Captain  of  our  watch  to  hall : 
There  lies  my  halbert  on  the  floor; 
And  he  that  steps  my  halbert  o'er. 
To  do  the  i.^aid  injurious  part. 
My  shaft  shall  quiver  in  hia  heart ! 
Beware  loose  speech,  or  jesting  rough. 
Ye  all  know  John  de  Brent-     Enough." 
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Their  CBptain  came,  a  gallant  young  — 

[Of  TuUibardme'a  housa  lie  sprang — ) 

Nor  wore  he  yet  the  spur  of  knight ; 

Gay  ivfts  his  mien,  Jiie  humor  light. 

And,  though  by  courtesy  controlled. 

Forward  his  speech,  his  bearing  bold. 

The  high-born  maiden  ill  could  brook 

The  scanning  of  his  curious  look 

And  dauntless  eye ;  and  yet,  in  sooth, 

Young  Lewis  ivas  a  generous  youth; 

But  Ellen's  lovely  ftce  and  mien, 

Ill-suited  to  the  g.irb  luid  scene, 

Might  lightly  bear  conatraction  strange. 

And  give  loose  fiincy  scope  to  range. 

"Welcome  lo  Stirling  towers,  fair  maid! 

Come  ye  to  seek  a  champion's  aid, 

On  palfrey  white,  with  harper  hoar, 

Iiiko  errant  damosel  of  yore  ? 

Does  thy  high  quest  a  knight  require, 

Or  may  the  venture  suit  a  squire  ?  " 

Her  dark  eye  flashed ;  she  paused  and  sighed  — 

"Oh  what  have  I  lo  do  with  pride  !  — 

Through  scenes  of  sorrow,  sbiuiie,  and  strife, 

A  suppliant  for  a  father's  life, 

I  crave  an  audience  of  the  King. 

Behold,  to  back  my  suit,  a  ring. 

The  royal  pledge  of  grateful  claims, 

Given  by  the  Monarch  to  Fita-James." 


The  signet-ring  young  I^ewis  took. 
With  deep  respect  and  altered  look ; 
And  said  —  "This  ring  pur  duties  ow 
And  pardon,  if,  to  worth  unknown, 
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Nor  one  of  all  tJie  race  wsm  known 
But  prized  its  weal  above  their  own. 
With  the  Cliief's  birth  begins  our  carej 
Our  harp  must  soothe  the  infant  heir, 
Teach  the  youth  tales  of  fight,  and  graco 
His  earliest  feat  of  field  or  chase  ; 
In  peace,  in  war,  our  ranli  we  keep. 
We  cheer  his  board,  we  soothe  liia  sleep, 
Nor  leave  him  till  we  pour  our  verse, 
A  doleful  tribute!  o'er  hia  hearse. 
Then  let  nie  share  his  captive  lot ; 
It  is  my  right  — •  deny  it  not !  " 
"Little  we  reck,"  said  Joha  of  Brent, 
"  We  southern  men,  of  long  descent ; 
Nor  wot  we  how  a  name  —  a  word  — 
Makes  clansmen  vassals  to  a  lord : 
Yet  kind  ray  noble  landlord's  part  — 
God  bless  the  house  of  Beaudesert! 
And,  but  I  loved  to  drive  the  deer. 
More  than  to  guide  the  laboring  steer, 
I  had  not  dwelt  on  outcast  hero. 
Come,  good  old  Minstrel,  follow  me; 
Thy  Lord  and  Chieftain  ehalt  thou  see." 

Then,  from  a,  rusted  iron  book, 
A  bunch  of  ponderous  keys  he  took. 
Lighted  a  torch,  and  Allan  led 
Through  grated  arch  and  pasaage  dread. 
Portals  they  passed,  where,  deep  within, 
Spoke  prisoner's  moan  and  fetters'  din ; 
Through  rugged  vaults,  where,  loosely  stored, 
Lay  wheel,  and  axe,  and  headsman's  sword. 
And  many  an  hideous  engine  grim, 
Fof  wrenching  joint,  and  crushing  limb, 
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By  artists  fonnpd    nho  dt-i-mpd  it  shame 

And  sin  to  give  their  work  %  niine 

They  halted  at  i  lowbru«ed  porch, 

And  Bient  to  41!an  gave  the  torch, 

While  bolt  Biid  chtiin  he  backward  rolled 

And  mode  the  bar  unhasp  ita  hold 

They  entered  —  'tnas  i  prisou  room 

Of  stem  stLOiity  and  gloom. 

Yet  not  a  dungeon ,  tor  the  day 

riirough  lofty  giatinga  found  its  way, 

And  Tude  and  antique  garniture 

Decked  the  --ad  walla  and  oaken  floor, 

Such  T3  the  rugged  dai^  of  old, 

Deemed  fit  for  ciptive  iioble'a  hold 

'  Here,"  said  De  Brent,  "thou  may'^t  remain 

Till  the  Leach  visit  him  again 

Stiict  is  his  charge,  the  v.  xrders  tell, 

To  tend  tht  noble  pn^oner  well " 

Retinng  then  the  bolt  he  drtw. 

And  the  lock's  murmurs  growled  anew. 

Roused  at  tbe  sound,  from  Ion  ly  bed 

A  captive  feebly  raised  his  heid, 

The  1  ondenng  Minstrel  looked,  and  knew- 

Ntt  his  dPftr  loid,  but  Rodeuck  Dhu' 

Toi,  come  troin  where  Clan  Alpme  fought, 

They,  ernng,  deemed  the  Chief  he  sought 


Ai  the  tall  ship,  whc.?  lofty  prore 
Shall  ni-ver  -tern  the  biUuns  more, 
Deserted  by  her  gillmt  band 
Amid  the  breakers  Ihs  i^liand. 
So,  on  his  couch,  lay  Roderick  Dhu 
And  oft  his  fevered  limbs  he  threw 
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In  to  s  abnpt   as    vi        I  er  s  des 

Lie  ro  1.  ug    Q  tl  e  u  Iva      n„  t  dee, 

Thatahalcle    facp       tl    ceaseless  beat, 

Yet  can  ol  he  ve  he    to      he    seat. 

Oh  !  I  ow  unU  e  i  er  cou  se  on  sea  ! 

Or  h'9  free  step  o     hi!  and  lea!  — 

Soou  as  the  M    strel  1  p     ouid  acan, 

"What  of  thy  lady?  — of  my  claa?  — 

My  Mother?  —  Douglas?  — tell  me  all! 

Have  tliey  bean  ruined  in  my  fall  ? 

Ah,  yes !  or  wherefore  art  thoa  here  ! 

Yet  apeak  —  speak  boldly  — do  not  fear" 

(For  Allan,  who  his  mood  well  knew 

Was  choked  with  grief  and  tenor  too) 

"Who  fouglit?  — who  fled-'     Old  i  an    be  brief 

Some  might  — for  tliey  Iiad  bat  their  Chief. 

Who  basely  live?  —  who  br«ely  died  ^  ' 

"  Oh,  calm  thee,  Chief      the  Minstrel  cried, 

"Ellen  is  safe;"  — "Foi  thit   thank  Heaven!" 

"And  hopes  are  for  the  Douglie  g^en    ■ 

The  Lady  Margaret  too  is    vel! 

And,  for  thy  clan  —  on  field  or  fell 

Has  never  harp  of  minstrel  told 

Of  combat  fought  so  true  and  bold. 

Thy  stately  pine  is  still  unbent 

Though  many  a  goodlj   bough  is  rent." 


The  Chieftain  reared  his  form  on  hi^, 
And  fever's  fire  was  in  his  eye ; 
But  ghastly,  pale,  and  livid  streaks 
Checkered  his  swarl;hy  brow  and  cheeks. 
— "  Hark,  Minstrel !  I  have  heard  thee  play 
With  mnasitre  bold  on  festal  day. 
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In  yon  lone  isle . . .  aguiii  where  ne'er 

Shall  harper  play,  or  warrior  hear... 

That  stirring  air  that  peals  on  high, 

O'er  Dermid'a  race  our  victory. 

Strike  it!  — and  then  (for  wel!  Jiou  canat) 

Free  from  thy  minstrel-spirit  glanced. 

Fling  me  the  pictnre  of  the  figlit, 

When  met  my  clan  the  Saxon  miglit. 

I'll  listen,  till  my  fancy  hears 

The  clang  of  swords,  the  crash  of  spears ! 

These  grates,  these  walls,  shall  vanish  then. 

For  the  fair  field  of  lighting  men, 

And  my  free  spirit  burst  uway. 

As  if  it  soared  from  battle  fray." 

The  trembling  bard  with  awe  obeyed - 

Slow  on  the  harp  his  hand  ha  laid  ; 

But  soon  remembrance  of  the  sight 

He  witnessed  from  the  mountain's  height, 

Witli  what  old  Bertram  told  at  night, 

Awakened  the  foil  power  of  song. 

And  bore  him  in  career  along ;  — 

As  shallop  launched  on  river's  tide. 

That  slow  and  fearful  leaves  the  side, 

Bui,  when  it  feels  the  middle  stream, 

Drres  downward  swift  as  lightning's  beam. 

BATTLE  OF  BEAL'  AN  DUIHB. 

"  The  Minstrel  came  once  more  lo  view 
The  eastern  ridge  of  Ben-venue, 
For,  ere  he  pai-tod,  he  would  say. 
Farewell  to  lovely  Loch-Achray  — 
Where  shall  he  find,  in  foreign  land, 
So  lone  a  lake,  150  sweet  a  strand 
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No  cjmbal  LlashLd    no  daiion  rang', 

Still  were  thp  pipe  and  drum, 
Save  heav)   treid,  and  aimoru  clang', 

TliP  sullen  march  was  dumb 
There  breathpl  no  wind  their  ciesti  to  adnke, 

Or  wB.\e  their  flng^  abroad 
Scirce  the  frail  aspen  seemed  to  qual  c. 

That  shadowed  o'er  tlieu-  road 
Their  (niyird  scouts  no  tidinga  bring, 

Can  roHso  no  Inrking  foe. 
Nor  ^py   a  trace  of   living  thing. 

Save  wliPii  they  stirred  the  loe. 
The  host  moves,  like  a  deep  sea  wave, 
Where  riae  no  roul  s  its  pride  to  brave, 

High  swelling,  dark,  and  slow 
The  lake  is  poisEed,  and  iio«   thej  gam 
A  narrow  and  a  broken  plain, 
Before  Ihe  Trosachs'  rugged  jaivs , 
And  here  the  horse  ind  Bpearmcn  pause, 
Wiiili    to  explore  the  dangerous  glen, 
I>i\p  through  the  pis?  the  archer  men. 

"  At  once  there  lose  bo  wild  i  yell 
Withm  thnt  dark  and  narrow   d(.ll. 
As  all  the  hends,  from  heaven  that  fell. 
Had  pealed  the  binner-crj   of  hell ' 
Forth  from  the  paas  m  tumult  dnven. 
Like  chaff  before  the  wmd  of  hpavcn. 

The  aicher)   appear 
For  life'  tor  hfe  i  their  flight  thp\   ply- 
And  shriek,  and  shout    and  battle  cry. 
And  plaids  and  bmnets  waving  high, 
And  broadswords  flashing  to  the  sky. 
Are  maddening  in  Iheir  rear 
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Thp  -.un  la  set — t!ie  clouds  are  met — 
Tlie  loweimg  scowl  of  heaven 

An  inky  hue  of  hud  blue 
To  the  deep  lake  h-xa  gneu; 
6trange  guata  of  wind  from  mountain  g'len 
Snept  oer  the  Ulie,  ths^n  ^unk  ag^n. 
I  heeded  not  the  eddying  surge, 
Mine  eye  but  saw  the  Tiosachs'  gorge. 
Mine  eat  but  heard  that  sullen  sound, 
Which  like  an  earthquake  shook  the  ground, 
And  spoke  the  stem  ijid  desperate  strife 
Thit  parts  not  but  with  parting  life. 
Seeming   to  mm'Jtrel  eir,  to  toll 
The  dirge  c)f  many  a  passing  soul. 

Nearer  it  cnmes — the  dim  wood  glen 

The  martial  flood  disgorged  agen, 
But  nnt  in  mmg'ed  tide , 
The  plaideJ  warnora  of  the  North, 
High  on  the  mountain  thunder  forth, 

And  overhang  its  side, 
While  by  the  hke  below  appears 
The  darkening  i,lond  of  Si\on  spears. 
At  wearj   bay  each  ahatte  ed  band. 
Eyeing  thou  loemen,  sternly  stand; 
Their  binnera  sheara  hke  tattered  sdl, 
That  flings  its  tragment  to  the  gale. 
And  broken  arma  and  disarray 
Marked  the  fell  hivoc  of   the  day, 

"Viewing  the  mountains  iidge  aakaiice. 
The  Saxons  stood  in  sullen  tcinoe, 
TiE  Moray  pointed  «ith  his  lance. 
And  ciied  — 'Behold  jon  i^le! 
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It  darliPned  —  but  Jriid  the  moin 
Of  "  aves  I  heard  i  dying  groan ,  — 
Another  fli'li    the  spearman  floats 
A  weltering;  corse  beside  the  boals, 
And  the  stern  Matron  o'pr  him  stood, 
Hpr  hand  iuiil  d  iggci  sfreaining  blood. 


"Rp^enge'  ip\enj-p'     the  Sa\ona  cried, 
The  Gaeia'  evultmj  shiut  rephed. 
Despite  the  elemental  rage, 
\giin  they  hurried  to  engage. 
But,  eie  thei   closed  m  desperate  fight, 
Bloody  With  spurrmg  came  a  knight, 
Sprang  from  his  horse,  and,  from  a  crag, 
Waved  't"ixt  the  hosts  a  milk-ivhite  flag. 
Clarion  and  trumpet  bv  his  side 
Rang  forth  a  truce  note  high  and  wide, 
While,  in  the  Blonarth'a  name,  afar 
A  herald's  vuice  forbade  tlie  war. 
For  Bolhweiri  lord    and  Roderick  bold, 
Wert  both   he  siid     n  captive  hold " 

But  I  ere  tl  e  lay  made  sudden  stand, 
1  he  I  arp  es  ipp  1  the  ni  nhtrel  a  hind ' 
Ofl;  had  he  stolen  a  glance   to  spy 
lie  y  Rodei  f  k  brooked  his  minstrelsy 
At  hrst    the  Chieftam,  to  the  thimo 
With  lifted  hand,  kept  feeble  time ; 
That  motion  ceased  —  yet  feeling  strong 
Varied  his  look  as  changed  the  song; 
At  lengtli,  no  more  his  deafened  ear 
The  minstrel  melody  can  hear; 
His  face  grows  sharp  —  his  hands  are  clenched, 
Ab  if  some  pang  his  heart-strings  wrenched 
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Set  are  iiis  teeth,  hie  fading  eye 

Is  slernly  fixed  on  vacancy, 

Thus,  motionless  aai!  moanleaa,  drew 

His  parting-brealli,  stout  Roderick  Dim '  — ' 

Old  Allaji-bane  looked  on  aghast, 

Wliilo  grim  and  still  his  spirit  passed ; 

But  when  he  saw  that  life  was  tied. 

He  poured  his  wailing  o'er  the  dead. 

LAMENT, 
"  A  d       t  tl  Id         J  1      Ij  1    d 

Thy  i  d     d   li  y  p    1 1         6 

Bre  d  lb  1    a.t    CI      Alp  1   de; 

Fo    tb  h  11  q  y 

— F     th         1     1      d  U  t    1     lay, 

Fo    tl  f  Both      11     1  tl       tay 


"  Wh  t  groa        1   11  y  d        all  y    fill ! 

Wbat    1     ks    f  ^     f  h  U       d  y      hill  r 

Wh  t  t  ara    f  1  g     I   U  tl    II, 

Wh                IS  tl  y  t  b  hy  b  ttl      d     e, 

Thy  f  11  b  t        tt      rac  w 

Thy          d       cri  t  t     t 

Th        b      t            t    1  f  thy  1  lo, 
But         1 1  h                    1      1 1     f     tl  in  . 

Oh         f      \lp          I  dp 

"  S  d  thy  I  t  il  — 

Th       pu      tl      1        J  b     k  tl       a„e, 
Th    p  d      gl     d       f         <n. 
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Brave  spirit,  du  iwt  scum  my  slram ! 
Anil,  wlien  ils  notes  awake  agiin. 
Even  she,  ao  Jong  beloved  in  vain. 
Shall  witli  my  harp  her  voice  combine, 
And  mix  her  wo  and  tears  with  mine. 
To  wail  Clan-Alpine's  honored  pine." 


Kllen,  the  while,  witli  bursting  lieart. 
Remained  in  lordly  bower  apart, 
Where  played,  with  many-colored  gleams, 
Through  storied  pane  the  rising  beams. 
In  vain  on  gilded  roof  they  fall, 
And  lightened  up  a  tapestried  wall. 
And  for  her  use  a  menial  tr^n 
A  rich  collation  spread  in  vain. 
The  banquet  proud,  the  chamber  gay 
Scarce  drew  one  curious  glance  aatray ; 
Or,  if  she  looked,  'twas  but  to  say, 


With  better  o 

men  dawned  the  day 

In  th  t  1 

1        h       w    ed    n  high 

The  d      d 

1  1    f            py 

Wh        a  h 

bl    i   h       1       1 

The      rapl 

11              I     p     d 

Wli  1    L  f 

h       by  h        d 

Her    t  t 

m  d  w  th  I     1        p   d 

And  D 

1 

Spok 

t   th 

Wh 

The 

d 

Tho 

h 

Are  t 

ght 

h  th  11.  b  t  J 
pi  J  y  h  k  ■ 
th  h      th  y 
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LVT  OF  THF   IMP  1   ONED  HUNTSMAN. 

My  h     I         I      i    f  p      1        did, 

My    dl       rajh       d  lo,  1       1      f    d 

My  h  13  y  f  I        tall 

And  1  k    f      pti      tl    1! 

I  w  h  I  IB  I  h       b 

Hu  ti      th    h  -t  f      t 
Wthbddb  dbldl       dfe. 


I  h  t    t    !         th      bb    f  t 

IVom  J  d  n    t    [I       d       y    I       , 
0    m   k   t  as  ti  !     m  1 

In  h    ft  h,    i    8  th        II 

Th    1    k  as         t     y  m  t 
Tl         bl      ook  m  p  ra        g 

Th       to  ra     1th      I       It  ng"    th  y  be, 
H           t      h  U    f 

'  No  more  at  dawni  I  n 

And  sun  myself  in  E     n 
Drive  the  fleet  deer   h  gh, 

And  homeward  wen  mg-  dew; 

A  blithesome  welcoi  h    y  m    t, 

And  lay  my  trophie        b  t, 

While  fled  the  eve  n^        gee  — 

That  life  ia  lost  to 
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It  t     kl  d    t  li   th      tart 

t 

Wh       1    It      footstep    t 

k! 

A  d  S     wd           g        f  1  K 

It             oa 

Sh             d  th    haat        1  ^ 

Tl      p                1      M 

li       tr 

Oh       1     m      b          Ft    T 

m             1      BO. 

H        my          1       t      pt 

d 

P  y  th     d    p  d  bt         Oh 

y    t 

To  me  no  gratitude  yon  ow 

Not  mine,  ftlaa !  the  boon  to 

give. 

And  bid  thy  noble  father  Uve; 

I  can  but  be  thy  guide,  aw 

et  maid, 

W  th  -^     tl     1     K        thy 

t          d 

N     tyra  t  h      th       1 

a  p  d 

M  y  1    d  h      b  tt             d 

d 

(            Die                 —  tl 

th      tl  le 

H     1   Id    h           ri    t  m 

g  P 

W  th  b    t  n„  h      t       d  b 

ru  g 

A.    t         b    th                   1 

n?: 

G    Uy  h    d     d  tl     f  11 

V  d  g      ly  wh   pe     I  h  pe 

a    hee 

H      fiJt             I  pa  h  If  1  d 

h!f    tad 

Tl         h  gall    y  t           d  h 

h     read 

T  U     t  h     t      h     t    w  ng 

f  p   d 

A  p  rtl  ar  1        f  Id  d        1 

W  tl        t         b   11      1     11 

1  Iglt, 

A  Ih      ^                    i   fi&  ir 

b      ht 

It  gl        1         Ell         did 

ht, 
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And,  from  their  tiaaiie,  fancy  frames 
Aerial  knights  and  fairy  ikmea. 
Still  by  Fitz-Jamea  her  footing  staid, 
A  few  faint  steps  she  fta-wai'd  made, 
Then  slow  her  drooping  head  she  raised, 
And  fearful  round  the  presence  gazed ; 
For  hill!  she  sought,  who  owned  this  state, 
The  dreaded  prince  wiiose  will  was  fate! 
She  gazed  on  many  a  princely  port, 
Might  well  have  ruled  a  royal  court; 
On  many  a  splendid  garb  she  gazed  — 
Then  turned  bewildered  and  amazed. 
For  all  stood  bare;  and,  in  the  room, 
Kts-James  alone  wore  cap  and  plume. 
To  him  each  lady's  look  was  lent. 
On  him  each  courtier's  eye  was  bent; 
Midst  fura,  and  silks,  and  jewels  sheen, 
He  stood,  in  simple  Lincoln  green, 
The  centre  of  the  glittering  ring  — 
And  Snowdoun's  Knight  is  Scotland's  Kbg! 


As  wreath  of  eiiow  uri  jijoiintaiii  breast. 
Slides  from  the  rod;  that  gave  it  rest, 
Poor  Ellen  glided  from  her  stay, 
And  at  the  Monarch's  feet  she  lay; 
No  word  her  choking  voice  commands  — 
She  showed  the  ring  —  she  clasped  her  hands. 
Oh !  not  a  moment  could  he  brook. 
The  generous  prince,  that  suppliant  look! 
Gently  he  raised  her  —  and  the  while 
Checked  with  a  glance  the  circle's  smile. 
Graceful,  but  grave,  her  brow  he  kissed. 
And  bade  hex  terrars  be  disiYiissed  — 
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"Yea,  Fair;  the  waadering'  poor  Pita-Jaraea 

The  fealty  of  Scotland  ckiras. 

To  him  tliy  woes,  thy  wishes,  bring, 

He  will  redeem  his  signet-ring'. 

Ask  naught  for  Douglas  —  jester  oven 

His  prinoo  and  he  have  much  forgiven ; 

Wrong  hath  he  had  from  alauderims  tongue, 

I,  from  his  rebel  kinsmen,  wrong. 

We  would  not  to  the  vulgar  crowd 

Yield  what  they  craved  with  clamor  loud ; 

Calmly  ive  heard  and  judged  his  cause, 

Our  council  aided  and  our  laws. 

I  stanched  thy  fatlier's  death-feud  stem. 

With  stout.  De  Vaux  and  gray  Glencairn ; 

And  Both  well's  Lord  henceforth  we  own 

The  friend  and  bulwark  of  out  Throne. 

But,  lovely  infidel,  how  now  ? 

What  clouds  thy  misbelieving  brow .' 

Ijord  Jamea  of  Douglas,  lend  tliine  aid; 

Thou  must  confirm  this  doubting  maid." 


Then  forth  tha  noble  Douglas  Bprung', 

And  on  his  neck  his  daughter  hung. 

The  Monarch  drank,  that  happy  hour, 

The  sweetest,  holiest  draught  of  power  — 

When  it  can  say,  with  godlike  voice. 

Arise,  sod  Virtue,  and  rejoice ! 

Yet  would  not  Jamea  the  general  eye 

On  nature's  raptui'es  long  should  pry ; 

He  stepped  between  —  "Nay,  Douglas,  nay, 

Steal  not  my  proselyte  away '. 

The  riddle  'tis  my  right  to  read. 

That  brought  this  happy  chance  to  speed. 
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Yqs,  Ellen,  when  diagulaed  I  stray, 

In  life's  more  low  but  happier  way, 

'Tia  under  name  which  veils  ray  power, 

Nor  falsely  veils  —  for  Stirling's  tower 

Of  yore  the  name  of  Snowdoun  claims, 

And  Normans  call  me  James  FitzJames. 

Thus  watch  I  o'er  insalted  laws. 

Thus  learn  to  tight  the  injured  cause." 

Then,  in  a  tone  apart  and  low, 

—  "Ab,  little  trait'ress!  none  must  know 

What  idle  dream,  what  lighter  thought, 

What  vanity  full  dearly  bought, 

Joined  to  thine  eye's  darls:  wilchcrail,  drew 

My  spell-bound  steps  to  Ben-venue, 

In  dangerous  hour,  and  all  but  gave 

Thy  Monarch's  life  to  mountain  glaive ! " 

Aloud  he  spoke  — "Thou  still  dost  hold 

That  little  talisman  of  gold, 

Pledge  of  my  faith,  Pitz-Jimies's  ring  — 

What  seeliB  fair  Ellen  of  the  King?" 


Puil  well  the  conscious  maiden  guessed, 
He  probed  the  weakness  of  her  breast; 

A  lightening  of  her  feats  for  Grsme, 

And  more  she  deemed  the  Monarch's  ire 

Kindled  'gainst  him,  who,  for  her  sire, 

Rebellious  bwadaword  boldly  drew ; 

And  to  her  generoua  feeling  ti'ue, 

She  craved  the  grace  of  Roderick  Dhu. 

"Forbear  thy  suit;  — the  King  of  kings 

Alone  can  stay  life's  parting  wings. 

I  know  his  heart,  I  know  his  band. 

Have  shared  hia  cheer,  and  proved  bis  brand  ;■ 
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My  f  •     t    irM             Id  I     * 

T    b  d  CI     Alp         Ch   ft       1 

H    t  tl              U      boo    to           ?  — 

N    th      pt     1     a  t 

Blh          bt       dl      fmthKig 

A  d  t    th    D    gl9s  g       th        g 

A      f    1           h  d  i                      pi 

Th        t  th  t    t       d  1      gl             hi 
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F     th       rash  y    tl             ppl     t 

P        tl           y  V                  1        h     d 

Wh           t      d       d          th            ml 

H    t  p    d                   by  t        I                 1 

Ad          ht    nud  (hy  1    Ihf  1     1 

A      f         i                tl       d  m 

D   1                th      thy  1  y  1       m   — 

P  tt  ra       i  w    d      f     th     C 

H      111      f  g]d  tl     K    g       t      g 

Th    1  nk            Mil              1    1      fl 

Tb      g     ly  d         I     gl          g  b     a 

And  1    d  th      Ki          Ell         h     A 

H    p    f  th    N    tb    f          11      Th    1  11     ^ 

d  k,             j 

Oprplpl        dpe     Idd^      d 

I    twl    ht      p      tl       1                1    It    h       p 

k 

Th    d        i   If                 t    tl             t        d 

R             thy  w        1    1        tl      f      t       1     1 

A  d  th         Idb            thy  wll      m      t    ly 

Thy        b              t     tl  N  t             p  rs  hi 
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Wthd'  t,   t     1 

f       th    fid     di 

And  h    d  b  y 

p  p        d  1         t  i   using  bee. 

yt          e 

r         U  th  u  Mnstr  1  Harp! 

■i  t,             g 

f  g         y  f    bl          y 

A  d  !  tL         k  I 

f  U                      harp 

M       Uly        1 

t          dl     ly 

MM        I 

d  thj     t     Q          If      long  way, 

Th       h          t 

es  tl     w    Id  h               knonrn, 

W)            th 

y        ltd         J            er  day. 

And  bitterer  was 

the  grief  devoured  alone. 

That  1  o'erlive  such  woes,  EnchmtrsaB !  ia  thine  own. 

Hark!  as  my  lingering  footsteps  slow  retire, 

Some  Spirit  of  the  Air  has  waked  thy  string! 
Tia  now  a  Seraph  bold,  with  touch  of  fire, 

Tjs  now  the  brush  of  Fairy's  frolic  wing. 

Receding  now,  the  dying  numbers  ring 
Fainter  and  fainter  down  the  rugged  deD, 

And  now  the  mountain-breezes  scarcely  bring 
A  wandering  witch-note  of  the  distant  spell  — 
And  now,  tia  silent  all!  — Enchantress,  fare-thoe-well 
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Lives  there  a  sij-ain,  whose   sounds   of   inountinj 

May  rise  diBCinguiahBd  o'er  the  din  of  war, 
Or  died  it  with  yon  mastei-  of  the  lyre, 
Who  sung  beleaguered  Ilion'a  evil  star? 
Such,  Wbiainoton,  might  i-eaoh  thee  from  afar. 
Wafting  ita  descant  wide  o'er  Ocean's  range ; 
Nor  shouta,  nor  clashing  arms,  its  mood  could  mar, 
All  as  it  swelled  'twixt  each  loud  tnimpet-change. 
That  clang  to  Britain  victory,  to  Portugal  revenge ! 


Yes  !  such  a  strain,  with  all-o'erpowering  moaflure. 
Might  melodize  with  each  tumultuous  sound, 
Each  voice  of  fear  or  triumph,  wo  or  pleasure, 
That  riugs  Mondego'a  ravaged  shores  around ; 
The  thundering  cry  of  iiosts  with  conquest  crowne 
The  female  shriek,  the  ruined  peasants  moan, 
The  shout  of  captives  from  their  chains  unbound, 
The  foiled  oppressor's  deep  and  sullen  groan, 
A  nation's  choral  hymn  for  tyranny  o'orthrown. 
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But  we  weak  uiinatreis  of  a  laggard  day, 
Skilled  but  to  imitate  an  elder  page. 
Timid  aud  raptureless,  can  we  repay 
The  debt  thou  claim'st  in  this  exhausted  nge? 
Thou  giv'st  our  lyrea  a  theme,  that  might  engage 
Those  that  could  send  thy  came  o'er  sea  and  land, 
While  sea  and  land  shall  laat  i  for  Homer's  rage 
A  theme  ;  ii  theme  for  Milton's  mighty  hand  — 
How  much  unmeet  for  us,  a  faint  dsgenerato  band ! 


i!  within  whose  rugged  breast 
The  friends  of  Scottish  freedom  found  repose ; 
Ve  ton'enta !  whose  hoarse  sounds  have  soothed  their 

Returning  from  the  field  of  vanquished  foes ; 
Say,  have  ye  lost  each  wild  majestic  close, 
That  erst  the  choir  of  bards  or  druids  flung, 
What  time  their  hymn  of  victory  arose, 
And  Cattcaeth's  glens  with  voice  of  triumph  ruug, 
And  mystie  Merlin  harped,  and  gray-haired  Llywareh 


O  !  if  your  wilds  such  minstrelsy  retain. 
As  sure  your  changeful  gales  seam  oft  to  say, 
When  sweeping  wild  and  sinking  soft  again, 
Like  trurapef-jubilee,  or  hai'p's  wild  sway ; 
If  ye  can  echo  such  triumphant  lay, 
Then  lend  the  note  to  him  has  loved  you  long, 
Who  pious  gathered  each  tradition  gray. 
That  floats  your  solitary  wastes  along, 
And  with  aiFection  vain  gave  them  new  voice  in  aaaff. 
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For  not  till  now,  how  soft  aoe'er  the  task 
Of  truant  verse  hath  lightoned  graver  ewe 
Prom  muse  or  sylvan  was  he  wont  to  ask, 
In  phrase  poetic,  inspiration  fair ; 
Careless  he  gave  his  cuinbci-s  to  tho  air,  ~ 
Tliey  came  unsought  for,  if  applauses  cam 
Nor  for  himself  prefers  lie  now  the  prayer 
Let  but  his  verse  befit  a  hero's  fame. 
Immortal  be  the  verse !  —  forgot  the  poet's  ni 


Hark,  from  yon  misty  courn  their  answer  tossed  : 
"  Minstrel !  the  fame  of  whose  romantic  lyre, 
Capricious  swelling  now,  may  soon  be  lost, 
Like  the  light  flickering  of  a  cottage  fire : 
If  to  such  task  presumptuous  thou  aapire, 
Seek  not  from  us  the  meed  to  wari'ior  due  ; 
Age  after  age  has  gathered  son  to  sire, 
Since  our  gray  cliffs  the  din  of  conflict  knew. 
Or,  pealing  tlirough  our  viles,  victorious  bugles  blew. 


"  Decayed  our  old  traditionary  lore, 
Save  where  the  lingering  fays  renew  their  ring, 
By  milkmaid  seen  beneath  the  hawthorn  hoar. 
Or  round  the  marge  of  Minchmore's  haunted  spring; 
Save  whero  their  legends  gray-haired  shepherds  sing, 
That  now  scarce  win  a  listening  ear  but  thine, 
Of  feuds  obscure,  and  border  ravaging, 
And  rugged  deeds  recount  in  rugged  line, 
Of  moonlight  foray  made  on  Teviot,  Tweed,  or  Tjoe. 
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"  No !  search  romantic  lands,  where  the  near  Son 
Gives  with  unstinted  boon  ethereal  flame, 
VVliei-e  the  rude  villager,  his  khor  done. 
In  vers  j  spontaneous  chants  some  favored  name  ; 
Whether  Olalia's  charms  his  tribute  claim. 
Her  eye  of  diamond,  and  lier  locks  of  jot ; 
Or  whether,  kmdling'  at  the  deeds  of  Gneme, 
He  sing,  to  wild  Moriaco  measure  set, 
Old  Alhin'a  red  ulavmore,  green  Erin's  biyonet! 


"Explore  those  regions,  where  the  flinty  crest 
Of  wild  Nevada  ever  gleams  with  snowa. 
Where  in  the  proud  Alharahra's  ruinpd  breast 
Barbaric  monuments  of  pomp  repose ; 
Or  where  the  bsinnera  of  more  ruthless  foes 
Than  the  fierce  Moor,  float  o'er  Toledo's  fane. 
Prom  whose  tall  towers  even  now  the  patriot  throws 
An  anxious  glance,  lo  spy  upon  the  pifun 
The  blended  ranks  of  England.  Portugal,  and  Spain 


"  There,  of  Numantian  Sra  a  swarthy  spark 
Still  lightens  in  the  sun-burnt  native's  eye ; 
The  stately  port;  slow  step,  and  visage  dark, 
Still  mack  enduring  pride  and  constancy  ; 
And,  if  the  glow  of  feudal  chivalry 
Beam  not,  as  once,  thy  nobles'  dearest  pride, 
Iberia  I  oft  thy  crestless  peaaantiy 
Have  Been  the  plumed  Hidalgo  quit  their  side, 
Have  seen,  yet  dauntless  stood — 'gainst  fortune  fought 
and  died. 
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"And  cherislied  still  liy  that  (inchHii^ng  race, 
Are  themes  foe  minatrelay  more  high  than  thine ; 
Of  strange  tradition  many  a  mystic  trace, 
Legend  and  vision,  prophecy  and  sign ; 
Where  wonders  wild  of  arabesque  comhine 
With  Gothic  imagery  of  darker  shade, 
Forming  a  model  meet  for  minstrel  line. 
Go,  seek  such  themel"  — The  Mountain  Spirit  said 
tVith  filial  awe  I  heard  —  I  heard,  and  I  obeyed. 
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Rearisq  their  crests  amid  tllR  uloudless  skies, 
And  darkly  cluatering'  in  the  pale  moonlight, 
Toledo's  holy  towers  and  spires  arise, 
As  from  a  trembling  laJse  of  silver  white  ; 
Their  mingled  shadows  intercept  the  sight 
Of  the  broad  harial-groaod  ouEatretched  below. 
And  naught  disturbs  the  sileace  of  the  night ; 
All  sleeps  in  sullen  shade  or  silver  glow. 
All  savfi  the  lieavy  swell  of  Teio's  ceaseless  flow. 


All  save  the  rushing  swell  of  Telo's  tide, 
Or,  distant  heard,  a  courser's  neigh  or  tramp  ; 
Their  changing  rounds  aa  watchful  horsemen  rido, 
To  guard  the  limits  of  King  Roderick's  camp, 
For,  through  the  river's  night-fog  rolling  damp, 
Wes  many  a  proud  pavilion  dimly  seen, 
Which  glimmered  bacit,  against  the  moon'a  fair  lamp, 
Tissues  of  silk  and  silver  twisted  sheen, 
And  standards  proudly  pitched,   and   warders   armed 
between. 
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But  of  tlieir  Monarch's  person  keeping  ward, 
Since  last  the  doep-inoutlied  bell  of  vespers  tolled, 
The  chosen  soldiers  of  the  royal  guard 
Tlieir  post  beneath  the  proud  Cathedral  hold : 
A  band  unlike  their  Gothic  aires  of  old, 
Who,  for  the  cap  of  steel  aniJ  iron  mace. 
Bear  slender  darts,  and  casques  bedecked  with  gold, 
While  silver-studded  belts  their  ahouldera  grace, 
Where  ivory  quivers  ring  in  the  broad  falchion's  place. 


In  the  light  language  of  an  idle  court, 
They  murmured  at  their  master's  long  delay, 
Anii  held  his  lengthened  onBons  in  sport: 
"  What !  will  Don  Roderick  here  till  morning  stay, 
To  wear  in  shrift  and  prayer  the  night  away? 
And  are  his  hours  in  such  dull  penance  past. 
For  fair  Fiorinda's  plundered  charms  to  pay  ?  " 
Then  to  the  east  tbeir  weary  eyes  they  cast, 
And  wished  the  lingering  dawn  would  glimmer  forfctt 


But,  iar  within,  Toledo's  Prelate  lent 
An  ear  of  fearful  wonder  to  the  King ; 
The  silver  lamp  a  fitfnl  lustre  sent, 
So  long  that  sad  confession  witnessing : 
For  Roderick  told  of  many  a  hidden  thing, 
Such  as  are  lotbly  uttered  to  the  air, 
When  Fear,  Remorse,  and  ShamP,  the  bosom  wring 
And  Guilt  his  secret  bnrllien  cannot  hear, 
And  Conscience  seeks  in  speech  a  respite  from  Despaie 
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Pull  on  the  Prelate's  face,  and  silver  liiir, 
The  stream  of  failing  light  was  feebly  rolled  5 
But  Roderick's  visage,  though  his  head  was  bare, 
Was  shadowed  by  his  hand  and  mantle's  fold. 
While  of  his  hidden  soul  the  sins  he  told. 
Proud  Alaric's  descendant  could  not  brook. 
That  mortal  man  his  bearing  should  behold, 
Or  boast  that  he  had  seen,  wjieii  conscience  shook, 
Fear  tame  a  monarch's  brow,  Remorse  a  warrior's  look, 


The  old  inan'a  faded  cheek  waxed  yet  more  pale, 
As  many  a  secret  sad  the  king  bewrayed  ; 
And  sign  and  glance  eked  out  the  unllnished  tale, 
When  in  the  midst  his  faltering  whisper  staid. 
"Thus  royal  Witiza  was  slain,"  ^he  said  ; 
"  Yet,  holy  father,  deem  not  it  was  I."  — 
Thus  still  Ambition  strives  her  crimes  to  ahado  — 
"  O  rather  deem  'twas  stern  necessity ! 
Self-preservation  bade,  and  I  must  kill  or  die. 


"  And,  if  Florinda's  shrieks  alarmed  the  an-, 
If  she  invoked  her  absent  sire  in  vain, 
And  on  her  knees  implored  that  I  would  spare, 
yet,  reverend  priest,  thy  sentence  rash  refrain !  — ■ 
All  is  not  as  it  seems  —  the  female  train 
Know  by  their  bearing  to  disguise  their  mood : " 
But  Conscience  here,  as  if  in  high  disdain, 
Sent  to  the  Monarch's  cheek  the  burning  blood- 
He  stayed  hia  speech  abrupt — and  up  the  Prelate  stood. 
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"O  liarrtered  oil'sjjting  of  an  iron  rnce  ! 
What  of  tLv  crimes,  Don  Roderick,  shall  I  say  ? 
What  alins,  av  prayeta,  or  penance  can  efface 
Mui-der'a  dark  spot,  wash  treason's  stain  away! 
For  the  foul  rsvisher  how  shall  I  pray, 
Who,  scarce  repentant,  makes  his  crime  hia  boast  ? 
How  hope  Almighty  vengeance  shall  delay, 
Unless,  in  mercy  to  yon  Christian  host, 
He  spare  the  shepherd,  lest  tlie  guileless   sheep  bo 
lost."  — 


Then  kmdled  the  dark  tyrant  in  his  mood, 
And  to  his  brow  returned  its  dauntless  gloom ; 
"  And  welcome  then,"  he  cried,  "  be  blood  for  blood, 
For  treason  treachery,  for  dishonor  doom ! 
Yet  will  I  know  whence  come  they,  or  by  whom. 
Show,  for  thou  oanat  —  give  forth  the  fated  key, 
And  guide  me,  Priest,  to  that  mysterious  room. 
Where,  if  aught  true  in  old  tradition  be, 
His  nation's  future  fates  a  Spanish  King  shall  see." 


"Ill-fated  Prince  !  recall  the  desperate  word. 
Or  pause  ere  yet  the  omen  thou  obey ! 
Bethink,  yon  spell-bound  portal  would  affoid 
Never  to  former  Monarch  entrance-way ; 
Nor  shall  it  ever  ope,  old  records  say, 
Save  to  a  King,  the  last  of  all  his  line. 
What  time  his  empire  totters  to  decay, 
And  treason  digs,  beneath,  her  fatal  mine, 
And,  high  above,  impends  avenging  wrath  divine 
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—  '  Prelate !  a  Monarch's  fete  brooks  no  delay! 
Lead  on ! "  —  The  ponderous  key  the  old  man  took, 
And  held  the  winking  lamp,  and  led  the  way 
By  winding  stair,  dark  aisle,  and  secret  nook, 
Then  on  an  ancient  gateway  bent  his  look ; 
And,  as  the  key  the  desperate  King  essayed, 
Low  muttered  thunders  the  Cathedral  shook, 
Anil  twice  he  slopped,  and  twice  new  eiibrt  made, 
Till  the  huge  holK  rolled  back,  and  the  loud  hingea 


Long,  large,  and  lofty,  was  tbat  vaulled  hall ; 
Roof,  walls,  and  floor,  were  all  of  marble  stone. 
Of  polished  marble,  black  as  funeral  pall, 
Carved  o'er  with  signs  and  characters  unknown. 
A  paly  light  as  of  the  dawning,  shone  [^Pyj 

Through  the  sad  bounds,  but  whence  they  could  not 
For  window  to  tJie  upper  air  was  none ; 
Yet,  by  that  light,  Don  Roderick  could  descry 
Wonders  Uiat  ne'er  till  then  were  seen  by  mortal  eye. 


Grim  aenUnela,  against  the  upper  wall, 
Of  molten  bronze,  two  Statues  held  tlieir  place; 
Massive  their  naked  ]imbs,  their  stature  tall. 
Their  frowning  foreheads  golden  circles  grace. 
Moulded  they  seemed  for  kings  of  giant  race, 
That  lived  and  sinned  before  the  avenging  flood. 
This  gi-asped  a  scythe,  that  rested  on  a  mace ; 
This  spread  his  wings  for  flight,  tliat  pondering  stood, 
Each  stubborn  seemed  and  stem,  immutable  of  mood. 
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Fixed  was  tlie  right-hand  Giant's  brazen  Icwk 
Upon  his  brother's  glass  of  shifting  sand, 
Ae  if  its  ebb  he  measured  by  a  book, 
Whose  iron  volume  loaded  bis  huge  hand; 
In  which  was  wrote  of  many  a  failing  land, 
Of  empires  lost,  and  kings  to  exile  driven ; 
And  o'er  that  pmr  their  names  in  sci'oU  expand  — 
"Lo,  Destiny  and  Time  !  to  whom  by  Heaven 
Tlic  guidance  of  the  earth  is  for  a.  season  given."  — 


Even  while  they  read,  the  aaud-glass  wastes  ttway; 
And,  as  the  last  and  lagging  grains  did  creep, 
That  right-Jiand  Giant  did  his  club  upsway, 
As  one  that  startles  from  a  heavy  sleep. 
Full  on  the  npper  wall  the  mace's  sweep 
At  once  descended  with  the  force  of  thunder, 
And,  hurling  down  at  once,  in  crumbled  heap, 
The  marble  boundary  was  rent  asunder, 
And  gave  to  Roderick's  view  new  sights  of  fear  and 


For  they  might  spy,  beyond  that  mighty  breach, 
Realnis  as  of  Spain  in  visioned  prospect  laid, 
Castles  and  towers,  in  due  proportion  each. 
As  by  some  skillful  artist's  hand  portrayed ; 
Here,  crossed  by  many  a  wild  Sierra's  shade. 
And  boundless  plains  that  tire  the  traveller's  eye ; 
There,  rich  with  vineyard  and  with  olive-glade. 
Or  deep-embrowned  by  forests  huge  and  high, 
Or  washed  by  mighty  stceame,  that  slowly  murmured  by 
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And  here,  as  Hist  Ujion  the  antique  alage, 
Passed  forth  Che  bands  of  raaskera  trimly  led) 
In  various  forms,  and  various  equipage, 
While  fitting  strains  tJie  liearer's  fancy  fed ; 
So,  to  sad  Roderick's  eye  in  order  spread, 
Successive  pageants  filled  that  mystic  scene. 
Showing  the  fate  of  battles  ere  they  bled, 
And  issue  of  eventa  that  had  not  been ; 
And  over  and  auon  strang-e  sounds  wore  heai'd  betweea 


First  shrilled  un  iiiiropeated  female  shriek  !  — 
It  seemed  as  if  Don  Roderick  knew  the  call. 
For  the  bold  blood  was  blanching  in  his  cheeli.  — 
Then  answered  jtettle-drum  and  atabal. 
Gong-peal  and  cymbal-clank  the  Gsr  appal, 
The  Tecbir  war-cry,  and  the  Lelies  yell. 
Ring  wildly  disHonant  along  the  halL 
Need  not  to  Roderick  their  dread  import  tell  — 
"The  Moor!"  he  cried,  "the  Moor  I  — ring  out  the 
tocsin  bell ! 

"  They  come !  they  come  I  I  see  the  g'roaning  lands 
White  with  the  turbans  of  each  Arab  horde, 
Swart  Zaarah  joins  her  misbelieving  bands, 
Alia  and  Mahomet  their  hattie-word. 
The  choice  they  yield  the  Koran  or  the  sword  — 
See  how  the  Christians  rush  to  aicns  amain !  — 
In  yonder  shout  tho  voice  of  conflict  roared  ; 
The  shadowy  hoste  are  closing  on  the  plain  — 
Now,  God  and  St,  lago  strike,  for  the  good  cause  of 
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"By  heaven,  the  Moors  prevail!  the  Christians  yieldl 
Their  coward  leader  gives  for  flight  the  sign ! 
The  sceptred  craven  mounts  to  quit  the  field  — 
Is  not  yon  steed  Orelia  ?  —  Vea,  'tis  mine ! 
But  never  was  she  turned  &om  battle-line ;  — 
Lo !  where  tlie  recreant  spurs  o'er  stock  and  stone ! 
Curses  pursue  the  slave  and  wrath  divine ! 
Rivera  engulf  him!"  —  "Hush,"  in  shuddering  tone, 
The  Prelate  said;  "rash  Prince,  yon  vieioned  form's 
thine  own."  — 

Just  then,  a  torrent  crossed  the  flier's  course ; 
The  dangerous  ford  the  Kingly  Likeness  tried ; 
But  the  deep  eddies  whelmed  botli  man  and  horse, 
Swept  like  benighted  peasant  down  the  tide ; 
And  the  proud  Moslemah  spread  far  and  wide, 
As  numerous  as  their  native  locust  band ; 
Berber  and  Ismael's  sons  tlie  spoils  divide, 
With  naked  scimetars  mefe  out  the  land. 
And  for  their   bondsmen   base   the   free-born   native* 

Then  rose  the  grated  Harem,  to  enclose 
The  loveliest  maidens  of  tiie  Christian  line ; 
Then,  menials  to  their  misbelieving  foes, 
Castile's  young  nobles  held  forbidden  wine ; 
Then,  too,  the  holy  Cross,  salvation's  sign, 
By  impious  hands  was  from  the  altar  thrown, 
■  And  the  deep  aisles  of  tiie  polluted  shrine 
Echoed,  for  holy  hymn  and  organ  tone. 
The   Santon's    frantic    dance,   the   Fakir's   gibbering 
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How  fares  Don  Roderick  ?  —  E'en  as  one  wlio  spies 
Flames  dart  their  glare  o'er  midnight's  sable  woof, 
And  hears  around  his  children's  piercing  ones, 
And  sees  the  pale  assistants  stand  aloof; 
Wiiilo  cruel  Conscience  brings  him  bitter  proof, 
His  folly,  or  hia  crime,  have  caused  his  grief; 
And,  while  above  liira  nods  the  crumbling  roof. 
He  curses  earth  and  heaven  —  himself  in  chief— 
Desperate  of  eEirtbly  aid,  despau'ing  Heaven's  relief! 


That  scythe- armed  Giant  turned  hia  fatal  glass, 
And  twilight  on  the  landscape  closed  her  wings ; 
Far  to  Asturian  hills  the  war-sounds  pass, 
And  in  their  stead  rebeck  or  timbrel  rings ; 
And  to  the  sound  the  bell-decked  dancer  springs, 
Bazars  resound  as  when  their  marts  are  met. 
In  tourney  light  the  Moor  hie  jerreed  flings, 
And  on  the  land,  as  evening  seemod  to  set. 
The  Inmiun's  chant  was  heard  from  mosque  or  minaret 


So  passed  that  pageant.     Ere  another  came. 
The  visionary  scene  was  wrapped  in  smoke,   [ilame; 
Whose  sulph'roua  wreaths  were  crossed  by  sheets  of 
With  every  flash  a  bolt  explosive  broke. 
Till  Roderick  deemed  tlie  fiends  had  hurst  their  yoke, 
And  waved  'gainst  heaven  the  infernal  gonfalone ! 
For  War  a  new  and  dreadful  language  spoke. 
Never  by  ancient  watrior  heard  or  known ; 
Laghtning  and  smohe  her  breath,  and  thunder  was  her 
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From  the  ilim  landscape  roll  the  clouds  aivay  — 
The  Ciiiistians  have  regained  their  heritage ; 
Before  the  Cross  has  waned  the  Crescent's  ray, 
And  many  a  monastery  decks  the  stage, 
And  lofty  cimrch,  and  low-broived  hermitage. 
The  land  obeys  a  Hermit  and  a  Kniglit,  — 
TliQ  Genii  these  of  Spain  for  many  an  age ; 
This  clad  in  sackcloth,  that  in  armor  bright, 
And  that  was  Valor  namcJ,  this  Hiqotry  was  hight. 


Valoh  was  harnessed  liUe  a  Chief  of  old, 
Armed  at  all  points,  and  pi'ompt  for  knightly  gest ; 
His  sword  wis  tempered  in  tlie  Bbto  cold, 
Morena's  esg'le-plume  adorned  his  crest, 
The  spoils  of  Afric's  lion  bound  his  breast. 
Fierce  he  stepped  forward,  and  flung  down  his  gagt 
As  if  of  mortal  kind  to  bi'ave  the  best. 
Him  followed  his  Companion,  dark  and  sage, 
As  he,  my  Master,  sung  the  dangerous  Archimage. 


Haughty  of  heart  and  brow  the  Warrior  came. 
In  look  and  language  proud  as  proud  might  bo, 
Vaunting  hb  lordship,  lineage,  fights  and  fame. 
Yet  wast  that  bare-foot  Monk  more  proud  than  he ; 
And  as  tlie  ivy  climbs  the  tallest  tree. 
So  round  the  loftiest  soul  his  toils  he  wound. 
And  with  his  spells  subdued  the  fierce  and  free. 
Till  ermined  Age,  and  Youth  in  arms  renowned, 
Honoring  his  scourge  and  htdr-oloth,  meekly  kissed  the 
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Anil  ttius  it  chimced  that  Valor,  peerless  Knight, 
Who  ne'er  to  King  or  Kaiser  veiled  hia  cceat, 
Victorioua  still  in  bull-feast,  or  in  fight. 
Since  first  his  liniba  with  mail  he  did  invest, 
Stooped  ever  to  that  Anchoret's  behest ; 
Nor  reasoned  of  the  right  nor  of  the  urong, 
But  at  his  bidding  laid  the  lance  in  rest, 
And  wrought  fell  deeds  the  troubled  world  along, 
For  he  was  fierce  as  brave,  and  pitiless  as  strong. 


Oil;  his  proud  galleys  sought  some  ueiv-found  world, 
That  latest  sees  the  sun,  or  first  the  morn ; 
Still  at  that  Wizard's  feet  tiieir  spoils  he  hurled,  — 
Ingots  of  ore  from  rich  Potosi  borne, 
Crowns  by  Caciques,  ^grettes  by  Omrahs  worn. 
Wrought  of  rare  gems,  but  broken,  rent,  and  fouI| 
Idols  of  gold  from  heathen  temples  torn. 
Bedabbled  all  with  blood.  —  With  grisly  scowl 
The  Hermit  moi'ked  the  stains,  a.nd  smiled  beneath  his 


Then  did  he  bless  tlie  offering,  and  bade  make 
Tribute  to  heaven  of  gratitude  and  praise ; 
And  at  his  word  the  choral  hymns  awake. 
And  many  a  hand  the  silver  censer  sways. 
But  with  the  incense-breath  these  censers  raise, 
Mix  steams  from  corpses  smouldering  in  the  fire ; 
The  groans  of  prisoned  victims  mar  the  lays, 
And  ahrielis  of  agony  confound  the  quire. 
While,  'mid  ;he  mingled  sounds,  the  darkened  scenea 
expire. 
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Preluding  light,  were  strains  of  music  heard. 
As  once  ugiin  revolved  that  measured  aand  ; 
Sui:h  sounds  as  when,  for  sylvan  dance  piepared, 
Gay  Xerea  summons  forth  her  vintage  band ; 
When  for  the  light  Bolero  ready  stand 
The  Mozo  blithe,  with  gay  Muchacha  met, 
He  conscious  of  his  broidered  cap  and  hand. 
She  of  he]'  netted  locks  and  light  coraetto, 
Bach  tiptoe  porched  to  uprin^,  and  shake  the  castaiiet 


And  well  such  strains  the  opening  scone  became  ; 
For  Valor  had  relaxed  his  ardent  look, 
And  at  a  lady's  feet,  like  lion  tame. 
Lay  streMhed,  fall  loth  the  weight  of  arms  to  broc 
And  softened  Bigotry,  upon  his  book, 
Pattered  a  task  of  little  good  or  ill; 
But  the  blithe  peasant  plied  his  pruning-hook, 
Whistled  the  muleteer  o'er  vale  and  hdl. 
And  rung  from  village-green  the  merry  Segoidille. 


Gray  Royalty,  grown  impotent  of  toil. 
Let  the  grave  sceptre  slip  his  lazy  hold. 
And  careless  saw  his  rule  become  the  spoil 
Of  a  loose  Female  and  her  Minion  bold ; 
But  peace  was  on  Ihe  cottage  and  the  fold, 
Prom  court  intrigue,  fcoin  bickering  faction  far ; 
Beneath  t!ic  chestnut-tree  Love's  tale  was  told; 
And  to  the  tinkling  of  the  light  guitar, 
Sweet  stooped  the  western  sun,  sweet  rose  the  evening 
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Ab  that  sen-olouil,  in  size  like  Imman  hand 
When  first  from  Carmel  by  the  Tishbite  seen, 
Came  slowly  overshadowing'  Israel's  land, 
Awhile,  perchance,  bedecked  with  colors  sheen, 
While  yet  the  sunbeams  on  its  skirts  had  been, 
Limning  with  purple  and  with  gold  its  shroad, 
Till  darker  folds  obscured  the  blue  serene, 
And  blotted  heaven  witli  one  broad  sable  cloud  — 
Then  sheeted  rain  buret  down,  ajid  whirlwinda  howled 

Even  so  upon  that  peaceful  scene  was  poured, 
Like  gathering  clouds,  full  many  a  foreign  band, 
And  He,  their  Leader,  wore  in  sheath  hie  aword, 
And  offered  peaceful  fi'ont  and  open  hand  ; 
Veiling  the  perjured  treachery  he  planned. 
By  friendship's  zeal  and  honor's  specious  guise, 
Until  he  won  the  passes  of  the  land  ; 
Then,  burst  ivere  honor's  oath,  and  friendship's  ties ! 
He  clutched  his  vulture -grasp,  and  called  fair  Spain 

An  Iron  Crown  his  anxious  forehead  bore ; 
And  well  such  diadem  his  beai't  became. 
Who  ne'er  his  purpose  for  remorse  gave  o'er, 
Or  checked  his  course  for  piety  or  shame ; 
Who,  trained  a  soldier,  deemed  a  soldier's  fiime 
Might  flourish  in  the  wreath  of  battles  won, 
Though  neither  truth  nor  honor  decked  his  name; 
Who,  placed  by  fortune  on  a  Monarch's  throne, 
Itccked   not  of  Monarch's   faith,  or  Mercy's   kingH 
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Pioin  a  rude  isle  his  ruder  liDeuge  cajue : 
The  spark,  thiit,  from  u.  suburb  hovel's  heaitJi 
Ascending,  wraps  some  capital  in  flamo. 
Hath  not  a  meaner  or  more  sordid  birth. 
And  for  the  soul  that  bade  him  waste  the  eartli  — 
The  sable  land-flood  from  some  swamp  obscure, 
That  poisons  the  glad  husband-field  with  dearth, 
And  by  destruction  bids  its  fame  endure. 
Hath  not  a  sourco  more  sullen,  stagnant,  and  impure. 


Before  that  Leader  strode  a  shadowy  Form  : 
Her  limbs  like  mist,  her  torch  like  meteor  showed, 
With  which  she  beckoned  him  through  fight  and  atorra, 
And  all  he  crushed  that  crossed  his  desperate  roaj," 
Nor  thought,  nor  feared,  nor  looked  on  what  he  trode  j 
Eealms  could  not  glut  his  pride,  blood  could  not  slake, 
So  oft  as  e'er  she  shook  her  torch  abroad  — 
It  was  Ambitioit  bade  his  terrors  wake, 
Nor  deigned  she,  as  of  yore,  a  milder  form  to  take. 


No  longer  now  she  spumed  at  mean  revenge, 
Or  stayed  her  hand  for  conquered  foenian's  moan, 
As  when,  the  fates  of  aged  Rome  to  change. 
By  Cffisai'a  side  she  crossed  the  Rubicon ; 
Nor  joyed  she  to  bestow  the  spoils  she  won, 
As  when  the  banded  powers  of  Greece  were  tasked 
To  war  beneath  the  Youth  of  Macedon  : 
No  seemly  veil  her  modern  minion  asked, 
He   saw  her  hideous  face,  and  loved   the   fiend   uu. 
masked. 
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Tliit  Prelate  jnni'kod  his  march  —  On  banners  blazed 
With  battles  won  in  many  a  distant  land, 
On  eagle-standards  and  on  arms  he  gaaed ;     [stand  ? 
"And  hop'st  thou,  then,"  he  said  "thy  power  shall 
O  thou  hast  builded  on  the  shifting  sand, 
And  thou  hast  tempered  it  witb  slaugliter's  flood; 
And  know,  fell  scourge  in  the  Almighty's  iiitnd ! 
Gore-moistened  trees  shall  perish  in  the  hud. 
And,  by  a  bloody  doatli,  shall  die  the  Man  of  Blood! 


The  tuthleas  Leader  beckoned  fi'orii  his  train 
A  wan  fraternal  Shade,  and  bade  him  kneel. 
And  paled  his  temples  with  the  crown  of  Spain, 
■While  trumpets  rMig,  and  heralds  cried,  "Castile!" 
Not  that  he  loved  him — No!  — in  no  man's  weal. 
Scarce  in  his  own,  e'er  joyed  that  sullen  heart; 
Yet  round  that  thcone  he  bade  his  warriors  wheel. 
That  the  poor  puppet  might  perform  his  pan, 
And  be  a  sceptred  slave,  at  his  stern  beck  to  start. 


But  on  the  Natives  of  that  Land  misused, 
Not  long  the  silence  of  amazement  hung. 
Nor  brooked  they  long  tlieir  friendly  faith  abused. 
For,  with  a  common  shriek,  the  general  tongue 
Exclaimed,  "  To  arms ! "  and  fast  to  B.mi8  they  sprung 
And  Valor  woke,  that  Genius  of  the  land! 
Pleasure,  and  ease,  and  sjotli  aside  he  fiung, 
As  burst  the  awakenings  Nazarite  his  baud. 
When  'gainst   his   treacherous   foes  he  clenched  hia 
dreadful  hand. 
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That  minjc  Monarch  now  cast  anxious  eyo 
Upon  the  Satraps  thy,t  begirt  him  round, 
Now  doffed  his  royal  robe  in  act  to  fly, 
And  from  his  broi'  the  diadem  unbound. 
So  oft,  so  near,  the  Patriot  bugle  wound. 
From  Tarik's  walla  to  Bilboa's  mountfuna  blown ; 
These  martial  satelites  hard  labor  found. 
To  guard  awhile  his  substituted  thi'one  — 
Light  reoldng  of  his  cause,  but  battling  for  then-  ow 


From  Alpuhara's  peak  that  bugie  rung. 
And  it  was  echoed  from  Corunna's  wall ; 
Stately  Seville  responsive  war-shout  flung, 
Granada  caught  it  in  her  Moorish  liall ; 
Galicia  bade  her  children  fight  or  fall. 
Wild  Biscay  shook  his  mountain  coronet, 
Valencia  roused  her  at  the  battle-ciJl, 
And,  foremost  still  where  Valor's  sons  are  met. 
Past  started  to  liis  gun  each  fiery  Miqiielet, 


But  unappalled,  nnd  burning  for  the  fight, 
The  Invaders  march,  of  victory  secure ; 
Sldllful  their  force  to  sever  or  unite. 
And  trained  alike  to  vanquish  or  endure. 
Nor  skillful  less,  cheap  conquest  to  ensure, 
Discord  to  breathe,  nnd  jealousy  to  sow. 
To  quell  by  boasting,  and  by  bribes  to  lure ; 
While  naught  against  them  bring  the  uopracticed  foe, 
Save  hearts  for  freedom's  cause,  and  hands  for  free- 
dom's  blow, 
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Proudly  they  moi-ch  —  but  O  !  tliey  march  not  forlJl 
By  one  hot  lield  to  crown  a.  brief  campaign, 
As  when  their  eagles,  sweeping  through  the  North, 
Destroyeii  at  every  stoop  an  ancient  reign ! 
Far  other  fate  liad  haavei)  decreed  for  Spdn  ■ 
In  vain  the  steel,  in  vain  the  torch  was  plied, 
Ne«'  Patriot  armies  started  from  the  slain, 
Higll  blazed  the  war,  and  long,  and  far  and  ivide. 
And  oft  the  God  of  Battles  blessed  the  righteous  side. 


Nor  unatoned,  where  Freedom's  foes  prevail. 
Remained  then-  savage  wnste.   With  blade  and  brand, 
By  day  tlie  Invaders  ravaged  hill  and  dale, 
But,  with  the  darkness,  the  Guerilla  band 
Came  like  night's  tempest,  and  avenged  the  land. 
And  claimed  for  blood  the  retribution  due. 
Probed  the  hard  heart,  and  lopped  the  murderous  hand; 
And  Dawn,  when  o'er  the  scene  her  beams  she  threw, 
'Midst  ruins  they  had  made  the  spoilers'  corpses  knew. 


What  minatre!  verse  may  sing,  or  longue  may  tell, 
Amid  the  visioned  strife  from  sea  to  sea, 
How  oft  the  Patriot  banners  rose  or  fell, 
Still  honored  in  defeat  as  victory ! 
For  that  sad  pageant  of  events  to  be. 
Showed  every  form  of  fight  by  field  and  flood ; 
Slaughter  and  Ruin,  shouting  forth  their  glee. 
Beheld,  while  riding  on  the  tempest-aoud, 
The  waters  choked  with  slain,  the  earth  bedrenchod 
with  hlood  ! 
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Tlien  Zaragoza.  —  blighted  be  the  tongue 
That  names  thy  name  without  the  honor  due ! 
For  never  hath  the  harp  of  minstiel  rung, 
Of  faith  so  feily  proved,  bo  firaily  true ! 
Mine,  sap,  and  bomb,  thy  shattered  ruina  knew ; 
Eacli  art  of  war's  extiemity  had  room, 
Twice  from  thy  iialf-sacked  streets  the  foe  withdrew, 
And  when  at  lengtji  stern  Fata  decreed  thy  doom, 
They  won  not  Z^ragoja,  but  her  children's  bloody  tomb 


Yet  raise  thy  head,  sad  City !     Though  in  chains. 
Enthralled  thou  canst  not  be!     Arise  and  claim 
Reverence  from  evety  heart  where  Freedom  reigns 
For  what  thou  worshippest!  — thy  SMnted  Dame, 
She  of  the  Column,  honored  be  her  name, 
By  all,  whate'er  their  creed,  who  honor  love ! 
And  like  the  sacred  relics  of  the  flame, 
That  gave  some  martyr  Ijd  the  blest  above, 
To  every  loyal  heart  may  thy  sad  embeiB  prove  ' 


Nor  thine  alone  such  wreck !     Gerona  fair! 
Faithful  to  death,  thy  heroes  should  he  sung, 
Maiming  the  towers,  while  o'er  their  heads  the  air 
Swart  as  the  smoke  from  raging  furnace  hung^ ; 
Now  thicker  darkening  where  the  mine  was  sprung 
Now  briefly  lighteued  by  the  cannon's  flare, 
Now  arched  with  lire-sparks  ns  the  bomb  was  flung 
And  reddening  now  with  conflagration's  glare. 
While  by  tiie  fatal  light  the  foes  for  storm  prepare 
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While  all  around  was  danger,  afrife,  and  fear, 
While  tliQ  earth  shook,  and  darkened  was  the  sky. 
And  wide  Destruction  sUmned  the  listening  ear, 
Appalled  the  heart,  and  stupified  the  eye, — 
Afa.r  was  heard  that  thrice-repeated  cry. 
In  which  old  Albion's  heart  and  tongue  unite, 
Whene'er  her  soul  ia  up  and  pulse  beats  high, 
Whether  it  hail  the  wine-cup  or  the  fight, 
And  hid  each  arju  be  strong,  or  hid  each  heart  be  light. 


Don  Roderick  turned  him  as  the  shout  grew  loud^ 
A  varied  scene  the  changeful  vision  showed, 
For  where  tlie  ocean  mingled  with  the  cloud, 
A  gallant  navy  stemmed  tlie  billows  broad. 
Prom  mast  and  stern  St,  George's  symbol  flowed. 
Blent  with  the  silver  cross  to  Scotland  dear ; 
Mottling  the  sea  their  landward  barges  rowed. 
And  flashed  the  sun  on  bayonet,  brand,  and  spear, 
And  the  wild  beach  returned  tlie  seaman's  jovial  cheec 


It  was  a  dread,  yet  spirit-stirring  sight  1 
The  billows  foamed  beneath  a  thousand  oars, 
Fast  as  they  land  the  red-cross  ranks  unite. 
Legions  on  legions  brightening  all  the  shores. 
Then  banners  rise,  and  cannon-signal  roars. 
Then  peals  the  warlike  thunder  of  the  drum, 
Thrills  the  loud  fife,  the  trumpet-flourish  pours, 
And  patriot  hopes  awake,  and  doubts  are  dumb, 
For,  bold  in  Freedom's  cause,  the  bands  of  Ocean  co 
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A  various  host  they  came  —  wlioso  rinlta  display 
Each  mode  in  which  the  warrior  meets  the  fight  j 
The  deep  battalUon  locks  ita  firm  array, 
And  meditates  his  aim  the  marltsman  lig'ht ; 
Far  glance  the  lines  of  eabres  flashing  bright, 
Where  mounted  squadrons  shake  the  echoing  mead, 
Lacks  not  artillery  breathing  flame  and  night, 
Nor  the  fleet  ordnance  wliiried  by  rapid  steed 
rha.t  rivals  ligiitning's  flasli  in  ruin,  and  in  speed. 


A  various  host  —  from  kindred  realms  tlifcy  came, 
Brethren  in  arms,  but  rivals  in  renown  — 
For  yon  fair  bands  shall  meriy  England  claim. 
And  with  theic  deeds  of  valor  deck  her  crown. 
Hers  their  bold  port,  and  hets  their  martial  frown. 
And  hers  tlieir  scorn  of  death  in  freedom's  cause, 
Their  eyes  of  azure,  and  theif  locks  of  brown, 
And  the  blunt  speech  tiiat  bursts  without  a  pause. 
And  fi'ee-born  thoughts,  which  leajcuo  the  Soldier  with 
the  Laws. 


And  O !  loved  warriors  of  tlie  Miustrel's  land ! 
Yonder  your  bonnets  nod,  your  tartans  wave ! 
The  rugged  form  may  mark  the  mountain  band, 
And  harsher  features,  and  a  mien  more  grave ; 
But  ne'er  in  battle-field  throbbed  heart  so  brave 
As  that  wliich  beats  beneath  the  Scottish  plaid, 
And  when  the  pibroch  bids  the  battle  rave. 
And  level  fof  the  charge  your  arms  ace  laid. 
Where  lives  the  desperate  foe,  that  for  such  onset  staidl 
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Hark!  from  yon  stately  ranks  what  kiigliter  fings, 
Mingling  wild  mirth  with  war's  stern  minstrelsy. 
His  jest  while  each  blithe  comrade  round  him  flinge, 
And  moves  lo  death  with  military  glee : 
Boast,  Erin,  boast  tliem !  tameless,  frank,  and  free. 
In  kindness  warm,  and  fierce  in  danger  known, 
Rough  Nature's  children,  humorous  as  she : 
And  He,  yon  Chieftain  —  strike  the  proudest  tone 
Of  thy  bold  harp,  green  Isle  I  — -the  Hero  is  thine  own. 


Now  on  the  scene  Vimeira  should  be  shown. 
On  Talairera's  fight  should  Roderick  gaze, 
And  hear  Coninna  wail  her  battle  won, 
And  see  Busaoo's  creat  with  light'ning  blaze :  - 
But  shall  fond  fable  mix  with  heroes'  praise  ? 
Hath  Fiction's  stage  for  Truth's  long  triumphs  room  ? 
And  dare  her  wild-flowers  mingle  with  the  bays, 
That  claim  a  Jong  eternity  to  bloom 
Around  the  warrior's  crest,  and  o'er  the  ivaj'rior'a  tomb ! 


Or  may  I  give  adventurous  Fancy  scope. 
And  stretch  a  bold  Jiand  lo  tlie  awful  veil 
That  hides  futurity  from  anxious  hope. 
Bidding  beyond  it  scenes  of  glory  hail. 
And  painting  Europe  rousing  at  the  tale 
Of  Spain's  invadi-rs  from  her  confines  hurled. 
While  kindling  Nations  buckle  on  their  mail, 
And  Fame,  witli  clarion-blast  and  wings  unfurled. 
To  freedom  and  revenge  awakes  an  injured  World. 
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O  vain,  though  anxious,  is  the  glance  I  cast. 
Since  Pate  has  marked  futurity  her  own :  — 
Yet  Fate  resigns  to  Worth  the  glorious  past, 
The  deeds  recorded  and  the  laureJa  won. 
Then,  Uiough  the  Vault  of  Destiny  be  gone, 
King,  Prelate,  all  the  phantasms  ot  my  brain, 
Melted  away  like  mist-wreaths  in  the  sun, 
Vet  griint  for  faith,  for  valor,  and  for  Spain, 
One  note  of  pride  and  fire,  s.  Patriot's  pitrting  strain. 


m^ 
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CONCLUSIOI. 


"  Who  shall  commaiiEl  Batrella's  mountnin-lide 
Back  to  the  aource,  when  tempest-ohifed,  to  hie? 
Who,  when  Gascogne'a  vexed  gulf  is  raging'  wide, 
Shall  hush  it  as  a  nurse  her  infant's  cry  ? 
His  magic  power  let  such  viun  boaster  try, 
And  when  the  torrent  sliall  his  voice  obey, 
And  Biscay's  whirlwinds  list  his  lullaby. 
Let  him  stand  forth  and  bar  mino  eagles'  way, 
And  they  shall  heed  hia  voice,  and  at  his  bidding  stay. 


"Else,  ne'er  to  stoop,  till  high  on  Lisbon's  towers 
They  close  their  wings,  the  symbol  of  our  yoke, 
And   their   own   sea  hath   wlielmed   yon   red-crosi 

Thus,  on  the  summit  of  Alverca's  mclc, 
To  Marshal,  Duke,  and  Peer.  Gaul's  leader  spoke; 
While  downward  on  tlie  land  his  legions  presa, 
Before  them  it  was  rich  mth  vine  and  flock. 
And  smiled  like  Eden  in  her  auinmer  dress ;  — 
Behind  their  wasteful  march,  a  reeking  wilderneaa. 
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Aiid  shall  tlie  boastful  Chief  ii 
Though  Heu-veii  hath  heai'd  the  wailings  of  the  land, 
Though  Lusitania  whet  her  Tengeful  sirord, 
Though  Briton  arm,  and  Weilibbtom  command ! 
No ;  grim  Busaco'a  iron  ridge  shall  stand 
All  adamantine  barrier  to  hia  force  ! 
And  from  its  base  shall  wheel  his  shattered  band, 
Aa  from  the  unshalten  rook  the  torrent  lioiirBe 
Itears  off  its  broken  waves,  and  seeks  a  devious  course. 


Yet  not  because  Alcoba's  mountain-hawk 
Hath  on  his  beat  and  bravest  made  her  food. 
In  numbers  confident,  yon  Chief  shall  baulk 
Hie  Lord's  im)>erial  thirst  for  spoil  and  biood : 
Poc  full  in  view  the  promised  couqueat  stood, 
And  Lisbon's  matrons,  from  their  walls,  might  sum 
The  myriads  that  had  half  the  world  subdued. 
And  hear  the  distant  thunders  of  tlie  dium. 
That  bids  the  band  of  Prance  to  storm  and  havoc  coma. 


Four  moons  liave  heard  these  tlumdors  idly  rolled, 
Have  seen  these  wistful  myriads  eye  their  prey. 
As  famished  wolves  survey  a  guarded  fold  — 
But  in  Ihe  middle  path,  a  Lion  lay ! 
At  lengtii  thpy  move  —  but  not  to  battle-fray. 
Nor  blaze  yon  fires  where  meets  the  manly  fight ; 
Beacons  of  infamy,  they  light  the  way, 
Where  cowardice  and  cruelty  unite. 
To  damn  with  d  luble  shame  their  ignojninioua  flight 
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O  tricmph  for  the  Fiends  of  I.uat  and  Wrath! 
Ne'er  to  be  tohl,  yet  ne'er  to  be  forgot, 
What  wanton  horrora  marked  their  wrackful  path  ' 
Tlie  peasant  butchered  in  hia  ruined  cot, 
T!ie  hoary  priest  even  at  the  allar  ahot. 
Childhood  and  age  given  o'er  to  sword  and  flame, 
Woman  to  infamy ;  no  crime  forgot, 
By  which  inventive  demons  might  proclaim 
Immortal  hate  to  Man,  and  acorn,  of  God's  great  n*ine 


The  rudest  sentinel,  in  Britain  born, 
With  horror  paused  to  view  the  havoc  done, 
Gave  his  poor  crust  to  feed  some  wretch  forlorn, 
Wiped  his  stern  eye,  then  fiercer  grasped  hia  gun. 
Nor  with  less  zeal  shall  Britain's  peaceful  son 
Exult  the  debt  of  sympathy  to  pay ; 
Riches  nor  poverty  the  tax  ahal)  shun. 
Nor  prince  nor  peer,  the  wealthy  nor  the  gay. 
Nor  tlie  poor  peasant'a   mite,  nor  bard'a  more  worthless 
lay. 

But  thou  —  unforgotten  wilt  thou  yield  to  Fate, 
Mmion  of  Fortune,  now  miscalled  in  vain ! 
Can  vantage-ground  no  confidence  create, 
Marcella'a  pass,  nor  Guarda's  mountain  chain  ? 
Vain-glorioua  Fugitive  ?  yet  turn  again  '■ 
Behold,  where  named  by  some  Prophetic  Seer, 
Plows  Honor's  Fountain,  as  fore-doomed  the  stain 
From  tliy  diahonoi'ed  name  and  arms  to  clear  — 
Fallen  Child  of  Fortune  tuin,  redeem. her  favor  here  ! 
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IK. 

Yet,  ere  thou  turn'st,  collect  eacli  illstant  tuds 
Those  chief  that  never  heard  the  Lion  roar ! 
Within  whose  souls  lives  not  a  trace  portrayed 
Of  Talavera,  or  Monrlcgo's  shore  ! 
Marshal  each  band  thou  hast,  and  BUinmon  more  ; 
Of  war's  fell  stratagems  exhaust  the  whole ; 
Rank  upon  rank,  squadron  on  squadron  pour, 
Legion  on  legion  on  tliy  foeman  roll, 
And  weaiy  out  his  arm  —  tl-mi  canst  not  quell  liis  soul 


O  vainly  gleams  with  steel  Agueda'a  shore. 
Vainly  thy  squadrons  hide  Assuava's  plain, 
And  front  thy  flying  thunders  as  they  roar, 
With  frantic  charge  and  tenfold  odds,  in  vain! 
And  what  avails  thee  that,  for  Cameron  slain, 
Wild  from  hia  plaided  ranks  the  yeil  was  given  — 

■    Vengeance  and  grief  gave  mountain  rage  the  rein. 
And,  at  tlie  hloody  spear-point  lieadlong  driven, 

Thy  Despot's  giant  guards  fled  like  the  rack  of  heavea 


Go,  baffled  Boaster!  teach  thy  haughty  mood 
To  plead  at  thine  imperious  master's  throne ! 
Say,  thou  haat  left  his  legions  in  their  blood, 
Deceived  his  hopes,  and  frustrated  thine  own ; 
Say,  that  thine  utmost  sltjll  and  valor  shown, 
By  British  skill  and  valor  were  outvied ; 
Last  say,  thy  conqueror  was  Wellikoton  ' 
And  if  he  chafe,  be  his  own  fortune  tried  — 
God  and  our  cause  to  'fnfin:I,  the  venture  we'll  abide. 
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But  ye,  yc  licroes  of  that  well-fuiiglit  day. 
How  shall  a  bard,  unknowing  and  unknown, 
His  meed  to  each  victorious  leader  pay. 
Or  bind  on  every  brow  the  laurels  won  ? 
Yet  fain  my  harp  would  wake  its  boldest  tone. 
O'er  the  wide  sea  to  bail  Cadooan  brave  ; 
And  he,  perchance,  the  minstrel  note  might  own 
Mindful  of  meeting  brief  that  Fortune  gave 
'Mid  yon  far  western  isles,  that  hear  the  Atlantic  r! 


Yes,  hard  the  task,  when  Britons  wield  the  sword, 
To  give  each  chief  and  every  field  its  fame ; 
Hark!  Albuera  thunders  BERESFOfin, 
And  red  Barossa  shouts  for  dauntless  Grsme  ! 
O  for  a  vorse  of  tumult  and  of  flame. 
Bold  as  the  borstlng  of  their  cannon  sound. 
To  bid  the  world  re-echo  to  their  fame  ! 
For  never,  upon  gory  battle-ground, 
With  conquest's  well-bought  wreath  ii'ere  braver  *»• 
tors  crowned  ! 


O  who  shall  grudge  him  Albuera's  bays. 
Who  brought  a  race  degenerate  to  the  field. 
Roused  them  to  emulate  their  fatliers'  praise. 
Tempered  their  headlong  rage,  their  courage  steeled, 
And  raised  fair  Lusitania's  fallen  shield, 
And  gave  new  edge  to  Lusitania'a  sword, 
And  taught  her  sons  forgotten  arms  to  wield  — 
Shivered  my  harp,  and  hurst  its  every  chord, 
If  it  forget  thy  worth,  victorious  BEREaroRD 
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Not  on  diat  bloody  lield  of  hattle  won, 
Though  Gaul's  proud  leg-ions  rolled  like  miet  away, 
Was  hia  solf-devoted  valor  shown,  — 
He  g-aged  I)ut  life  on  that  illustrious  day ; 
But  when  he  toiled  those  squadrons  to  array, 
Who  fought  like  Britons  in  the  bloody  game, 
Sharper  than  Polish  pipe  or  assagay, 
He  braved  the  shails  of  censure  and  of  shame. 
And,  dearer  far  than  life,  he  uledged  a  soldier's  fame. 


Nor  be  his  jiraise  o'erpaesed  ivho  strove  to  hide 
Beneath  the  warrior's  vest  affection's  wound. 
Whose  wish,  Heaven  for  iiis  country's  weal  denied; 
Danger  and  fate  he  sought,  but  glory  found. 
From  clime  to  clime,  where'er  war's  trumpets  sound, 
The  wanderer  went ;  yet,  Caledonia !  still 
Thine  was  his  thought  in  march  and  tented  ground ; 
He  dreamed  'mid  Alpine  cliffs  of  Athole's  hill, 
And  heard  in  Ebro's  roar  his  Lyndoch's  lovely  rill. 


O  hero  of  a  race  renowned  of  old. 
Whose  war-cry  oft  has  waked  tlio  battie-swell. 
Since  first  distinguished  in  the  onset  bold. 
Wild  sounding  when  the  Roman  rampait  fell! 
By  Wallace'  side  it  rung  the  Southron's  knell, 
Aldeme,  Kilsythe,  and  Tibber  owned  its  fame, 
Tummell's  rude  pass  can  of  its  terrors  tell. 
But  ne'er  from  prouder  field  arose  the  name, 
Than  when  wild  Ronda  learned  the  conquering  shout 
of  Greme  i 
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But  all  too  long  through  seaa  unknown  and  dark, 
(Witli  Spenser's  parable  I  close  my  mlc,) 
By  shoal  and  rock  hath  staereil  my  venturous  burk ; 
And  laadivurd  now  I  drive  before  the  gale, 
And  now  the  blue  and  distant  shore  I  hail, 
And  nearer  now  I  see  the  port  expand, 
And  now  I  gladly  furl  my  weary  sail. 
And,  aa  the  prow-light  touches  on  the  strand, 
1  atrike  my  red-cross  flag,  and  bind  my  skiff  to  land. 
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GLENFINLAS,  OR  LORD  RONALD'S 
CORONACH. 

"  O  HOME  a  rie' !  O  hone  a  ne 
The  pride  of  Albina  1         a  oe 

And  fulien  Glenartneya  statel     t  tree 
We  ne'er  shall  see  L    d  Ron  Id  n  ore ! 

O,  sprung  from  great  M  11      o 

The  chief  who  ne  e    t  da  foe 

How  matohleas  was  thy  b  d    laymo  e, 
How  deadly  thine  bo 

Well  can  the  Saxon       d         t  11 

How,  on  the  Teith  s    esound  ng  shore, 

The  boldest  Lowland      a     o  a  fell 

As  down  from  Lennys  pass  jou  bore. 

But  o'er  bis  hills,  on  festal  day, 

How  blazed  Lord  Ronald's  Beltiuie  tree  ; 

While  youths  and  maids  the  light  strathspey 
So  nimbly  danced,  with  Highland  glee. 
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CheerPd  bj   the  ^treiiath  of  Ronald's  shell, 
E'en  age  lorgot  hi'-  tre=Fes  hoar, 

But  now  the  loud  lament  thej   swell, 
O,  neVr  to  i-ee  Tjord  Ronald  more' 

rrom  disfant  isleq  a  chieftain  cainp, 
The  jojs  ul   Ronald'i  hull  to  And, 

And  chase  with  him  the  dark  brown  game 
That  bounds  o  er  Albm's  hill"  of  wind 

'Tkrs  Mo\  ,  whom,  in  Coluniba''?  isle, 
The  seer'a  prophetw.  spirit  found. 

As,  with  1  minatrera  fire  the  while, 
He  waked  his  harp'"  harmonious  sounil 

Pull  many  a  -ipoll  to  him  was  known, 
Which  uand'rinff  spirits  slirink  to  hearj 

And  many  a  lay  of  potent  tone, 
Was  never  mE.ant  loi  mortal  ear 

For  thcie,  tia  "aid,  in  mystic  mood. 

High  converse  with  the  dead  they  hold, 
\nd  oft  e^py  the  fated  shroud 
That  shall  Ihe  future  corp=e  enfold 

O  HO  it  fell,  that  on  a  day 

To  rouse  the  red  deer  from  their  den, 
The  cbiPts  hive  ttVn  their  distant  way, 

And  scoured  the  deep  Glenflnlaa  glen 

No  vaisils  wait,  their  sports  to  aid, 
To  watch  then  salety,  deck  their  hoard 

Their  simple  dress    the  Highland  plaid. 
Their  trust)   guard,  the  Highland  sword. 
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Th  dythhbkd  deU, 

Th      wh  tl         1  ail  t  1  fl      ; 

A  d    1 11      !       d     y        ii      f  11 
T)     (J       J       tl       h  t  tl   y  d    w 

I     gr  y  CI     h  1        i    f     t        k 

Th        It    y      b        tood 
F    t  by  M      ir  11       b      k 

Wh    h  m         ra  t!         h  th  t  1       ly  wood. 

b  ft  f  11  tl  gl  t  th  ky     aa      1 

Wh      tl  d  y    h  d  fl     II  i 

A  d    ur  ra  rai  t        1  y  b  1 

Stpdh  lybk       rt      osyte. 


Th 


h  Ifl  d 


y  fl  k 


A  d 


Id      h    d 


N  U        h  t  1  e 

Ih        yl  an  f      tl       h    f      j  j 

And  pi  as        1       hs  E     aid       y 

Amy      pld       1  qfTtoMy 

—    V^i  h  t  lock         h  t  bliss, 

Wl  1    th      tl      pi        f  J  J   b     ts  high? 

Wh  t   b  t  f      w  y    n    g  k 

H     p    tn    b     tb,  d  m  Ih        ye? 

T      h       th    d         f  y  nd       hades 
Th     m    n        1  ft  th       f  th        pi 

Th    t        t    t  trad 

Th    d    gl  f  tl  p     d  Gl    cfyle. 
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"Long  have  I  sought  sweet  Mary's  heart, 
And  dropped  the  tear,  and  heaved  the  sighs 

But  vain  the  lover's  wily  art. 
Beneath  a  sister's  watchful  eye. 

"But  thou  may'st  teacli  that  guardian  fair, 
While  far  with  Mary  I  am  flown. 

Of  other  hearts  to  cease  her  core, 
And  find  it  haid  to  guard  her  own. 

"  Touch  but  thy  harp,  thou  soon  shalt  see 

The  lovely  Flora  of  Glengyle, 
Unmindful  of  her  charge  and  roe, 

Hang  on  thy  notes,  'twixt  tear  and  smile, 

"  Or,  if  she  choose  a  melting  tale, 
All  underneath  the  greenwood  bough, 

Will  good  St.  Gran's  rule  prevail. 

Stern  huntsman  of  the  rigid  brow  ?  "  ^ 

—  "  Since  Enrick's  fight,  since  Moma's  death. 

No  more  on  me  shall  rapture  rise. 
Responsive  to  the  panting  bi-eatli, 

Or  yielding  kiss,  or  melting  eyes. 

"E'en  then,  when  o'er  tiie  heath  of  wo. 
Where  sunk  ray  hopes  of  love  and  ftrae, 

I  bade  my  harp's  wild  wailinga  flow, 
On  me  the  seer's  sad  spirit  came, 

"The  last  dread  curse  of  angry  heaven, 
With  ghastly  sighla  and  sounds  of  wo, 

To  dash  each  glimpse  of  joy,  was  given 
The  gift,  the  future  ill  to  know 
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"  Th    b    k  tl               t  J             mm 
So  g  ylj   p    t  fr        Oil         by 

My    y     b  h  Id  1       dish  d       1  to 
F            th      ocky  C  1  usay 

ns, 

"Thy  P    g      too  — thy       t 

Tl           w   t,       tl    p   d     th    g  11    t 
As          hf,           ttlLrtfD 

H    1  ft  tl      it      f  h        S 

power 

"  Th           jj       »-  t  ti        t    tins  w 
6         B          11        d    tl  y 
Hea  d      b  t  tl     p  b     h                g  b 
T          y      t       t    1    ki  g         d 

e 

"  I  h     d  ti     g           I        1    d  th    t 
I      w  th            d  h     I           b 

Wh             th              d  b            pe 
H    p         11        1           63   U        roar 

ra, 

« And  th          h     b  d   t         th    k     f  bl 
A  d  h  d  t  m     1       t         k     t    gl 

And           t    1  It     th        ti                      k 
Th  t  h    rt    0  R      Id    bl     d    I      tl 

"; 

"I          th    d    thd      p      1  11    ly  b 
I  h        th     W  rmiig  '^p     t      y 

The       ps    1    It    1         — tl 

N                    g          to  gft   1     J         - 

nd  now- 

Al            J  y  tl  V  d       yd 

8  d  proph  t    t  tl       viU 
Say     b    Id         sc        j  y     t  ajia      t  beams, 

P              t                      t              J   1          ? 
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"  Or  false,  or  sooth,  thy  woi'ds  of  wo, 
Clatigillian'a  chieftain  ne'er  shall  fear; 

His  biood  shall  bound  at  rapture's  glow. 
Though  doomed  to  stnin  the  Saxon  spear, 

"E'en  now,  to  meet  me  in  yon  dell, 
My  Mary's  buskins  bnisl)  the  dew."  — 

He  spoke,  nor  bade  the  chief  farewell, 
But  calleil  his  dogs,  and  gay  withdrew. 

Within  an  hour  returned  each  hound ; 

In  rushed  the  rousers  of  the  .Jeer; 
They  howled  in  melancholy  sound, 

Then  closely  couch  beside  the  Seer. 

No  Ronald  yet ;  though  midnight  came, 
And  sad  were  Muy's  prophetic  dreams, 

Ah,  bending  o'er  tlio  dying  flame. 

Ha  fed, the  watch-fire'H  quiv'rin^  gleams. 

Sudden  the  hounds  erect  their  ears, 

And  sudden  cease  their  jnoaning  howl; 

Cloaa  pressed  to  Moy,  tJiey  mark  their  feara 
By  abiv'ring  limbs  and  stifled  gro-n'. 

Untouched,  the  harp  began  to  ring, 
Ab  softly,  slowly,  oped  the  door ; 

And  shook,  responsive,  ev'ry  string, 
As  light  a  footstep  pressed  the  floor. 

And,  by  tlie  watch-fire's  glira'ring  light, 
Close  by  the  Minstrel's  side  was  seen 

A  huntress  maid,  in  beauty  bright. 
All  dropping  wet  her  robes  of  green. 
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CI  U  d           h        h    ].    h      bo- 

bire, 

As    b     d                th     dvin       1 

SI              f.  t'             t        f        h 

air. 

Wth         d      bl     1     1         fflj        d 

'0          1     hui  t            h    t  th 

In  d    p  &1     fi  J                1    1 1  gl  d 

A  1      ly        d            t    t 

"  W  th  h          hi  t        Higl  1    d  pnd 

Hhldbtihtr-bw                                      li 

Th              t       d   1      1          1         d 

Par         tl            d  h      t    tan.  fl  w 

"  A  d      h        t  th             d      h            th 

y?" 

All    h    tl    g           M  y      pi    d 

"A  1     1)    b        tl   tl                 pnJ 

y. 

D       ^     tl                G!    fi  1         d 

"  Wh           Id  I     1  I    t        p         h 

tide, 

BI        diik       d  d    p            i         y 

in  iBle, 

Ou    f  tl        t  w            h        h        a 

Th           1      t   th    1    Id  Gl     gyl 

" T       I  as    U      i       tl     B  1      d 

0            11     1       re    th         m  w 

bore. 

And  I  ply       t      h  1          d         h 

Tl              f  g     t  M       11       ro 

« 0     d  m     tJ        t         1  th    pa 

Wh  m  1   t               tl      w    d    I  lost 

Alo      I  d  re      t       t       th 

Wl             Ik     th  y      y   th      hr   king  ghmf 

h,  Google 


"  Yes,  many  a  shrieking  ghost  walks  thoro ; 

Then,  flrst,  my  own  sad  vow  to  keep. 
Here  will  I  pour  my  midnight  prayer. 

Which  still  must  rise  when  mortals  sleep." 

"O  first,  for  pity's  gentle  soke. 

Guide  a  lone  wand'rer  on  her  way! 

For  I  must  croes  the  haunted  hrake, 
And  reach  my  father's  tow'rs  ere  day." 

"  First,  three  times  tell  each  Ave  bead, 

And  thrice  a  Pater-noster  say; 
Then  kiss  wiUi  me  the  holy  reed : 

So  shall  ive  safely  wind  our  way." 

"  O  shame  to  knighthood,  strange  and  foul ! 

Go,  doEf  the  bonnet  from  thy  brow, 
And  shroud  thee  in  the  monkish  cowl. 

Which  beat  befits  tliy  sullen  vow. 

"  Not  so,  by  high  Dunlathmon's  fire. 
Thy  heart  was  froze  to  love  and  joj. 

When  gayly  rung  thy  raptured  lyre. 
To  wanton  Motna's  melting  eye." 

Wild  stared  the  Minstrel's  eyes  of  flame, 
And  high  his  sable  locks  arose. 

And  quick  his  color  went  and  came. 
As  fear  and  rage  alternate  rose. 

"  And  thon !  when  by  the  blazing  oak 
I  lay,  to  love  and  her  resigned. 

Say,  rode  ye  on  the  eddying  smoke, 
Or  sailed  ye  on  the  midnight  wind ! 
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N    t    th                                    f              t   1    1  1        1 

N       Id  Gl      }I      J     t    d  d  1 

Thy   1          t!      L  dy    f   tl      PI     a 

Thy      re    th     M      rch     f  tl      M 

H  m  tt  d  th  St  (.  hjm 
Adth         StFU         p        flpy 

Tl  t  d  1  m  t  th  t  1  m 
A  d    t      ly    1     1    h           1  bl    k  h 

A  d    b      1                1      1     p   h     fi 
H      w  Id    t      t  1       t            tl            d 

Adld       di!         dtgtly  rung. 
Amy                    hgthfiU 

T  11            d  th     Sp    t       It          f 
TJl  t    th         f  h       tat       g    w 

Tti,           In^wthth      isgtnn, 
W  th          w  Id  y  11     w  y    h    fl  w 

R        b    ts    h  d      ttl       wh   I       d    tea 
Th      Id      It        fra^m     t    fl  w 

B                 lock    f  M  y     1          h  ir 
W               dfa           d         wtbyd 

W  Id         gl            tl    th     h      1    g  g  1 
L     1  b      ta     f  ghohtly  1       ht 

11  gl            th     M      t    1     1      d  th  y       1 
Add            fl  tl          It!           k 

rh                f  th     d       1     k  tl     w    d 
\              1  th               th       m    tal  y  11 

A  a      p    t           f    1         1              f  blood 
Up       th    h            )      bra    1    f  11 
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Ne^.t,  (liu[)pcd  from  bigh  a  mangled  arm, 
The  fingers  =trampd  a  hall  drawn  blade 

And  laat,  the  lite  blood  stiearaing  «arm, 
Torn  from  thp  tuinl.,  a  gasping  head 

Oft  o'er  that  head    in  battling  field, 

Streamed  tbe  proud  ureat  oi  high  Beninore, 

That  arm  thp  broad  olajmore  could  meld, 
Whith  dyed  the  Teitli  «ith  &axon  gore. 

Wo  to  Moneira's  sullen  rills ' 

Wo  to  GlenfinliB'  dreary  glen' 
There  nevei  son  of   Albin's  hilln 

Shall  driw  the  huntei'--  shift  agen' 

E'en  the  tired  pilgrim's  burning  feet 
\t  noon  shall  shun  that  shelt'nng  den, 

Lest,  journeying  m  thi-ir  ragi,,  he  meet 
The  wiyward  Ladies  of   the  (xlen. 

And  we  —  behind  (he  chieftain's  shield, 
No  more  shall  we  m  sifety  dwell , 

None  leads  the  people  to  the  field  — 
And  »e  the  loud  lament  must  swell 

O  hone  a  ne' '  O  hone  a  rie' 

The  pndo  of  Albin's  line  i^  o'er, 

And  jall'ii  Glenartney's  stateliest  tree; 
We  ne'er  shall  see  Iiord  Ronald  more' 
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Hwt      t       ththbllB       lull, 

H      b  n      b       It 
H            t      t  th     B  gl   h  yew 

T     1  f  tl      S    tt   i      p 

\thpltjkwb        d       dhhlet  was  laced, 

A  d  1  tb  f  p      f  h 

At  his  saddle-gerthe  was  a  good  steel  spcrthe, 

Pull  ten  pound  weight  and  more. 

Tlie  Baron  returned  in  three  days'  space, 

And  his  looks  were  sad  and  sour; 
And  weary  was  his  courser's  pace, 

As  lie  reached  his  rocky  tower. 

He  oame  not  from  where  Ancram  Moor 

Ran  red  ivith  English  blood ; 
Whore  the  Douglas  true,  and  the  bold  Buccleiich 

"Gainst  keen  Lord  Evers  stood. 

Yet  WDS  his  helmet  haclied  and  hewed. 

His  acton  pierced  and  tore ; 
His  axe  and  hia  dagger  with  blood  embrued. 

But  it  waa  not  English  g-ore. 
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And  many  a  word  that  warlike  lorJ 
Did  sppak  to  my  My  there  , 
But  the  ram  foil  fast,  and  loud  blew  tho  blast, 
And  I  heard  not  what  they  were 

"The  third  night  theie  the  -iky  nas  fair, 

And  the  mountain  bhst  wis  stiU, 
As  agiin  I  \ntched  the  sei,ret  pair 

On  the  lonesome  bcaton  hill 

"And  I  heard  her  namu  in  the  midnight  hour, 

And  namp  thi=  holy  Pve, 
And  bay,     Come  thio  night  to  thy  Udy'a  bower, 

Ask  no  bold  Baron's  loaie 

"'Ho  lifts  hia  spear  b ith  thp  bold  Buccleuch; 

His  lady  IS  ail  alone , 
The  door  slib'U  undo  to  hpr  knight  &o  true. 

On  the  PIP  of  good  St   John' 

I  dare  not  oome  to  theo , 
On  the  Evo  of  St   John  I  must  wander  alone: 
In  thy  bower  I  may  not  bo'" 

"'Now  out  on  thee,  faint  hoarled  knight' 

ThoQ  shoiiid'st  not  say  me  nay , 
For  the  eve  is  swept,  and  when  lovers  meet, 

Is  wortli  tho  «hulp  summer's  dav 

'"And  111  chain  the  bloodhounii,  ind  the  warder 
shall  not  sound. 

And  rushes  ahaU  be  strewed  on  the  otair; 
So,  by  the  black  rood  atone,  nnd  by  holy  St.  John 

I  conjure  thep,  mj   loie,  be  there  ' 
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"'Though    the    bloodhounds  be  muto,  and  the   man 
beneath  my  foot, 

Aud  the  warder  his  bugle  should  not  blow, 
Yet  there  slcepeth  a  priest  in  the  chamber  to  the  east^ 

And  my  footstep  he  would  know,' 

" '  0  fear  not  the  priest,  who  sleepeth  to  the  east ! 

For  to  Dryburgh  the  way  he  has  ta'en; 
And  there  to  eay  mass,  till  three  days  do  pass. 

For  the  soul  of  a  knight  that  is  slayne.' 

"He  turned  him  around,  and  grimly  he  frowned; 

Then  he  laughed  right  scornfully  — 
'  He  who  says  the  masa-rite  for  the  soul  of  that  knight. 

May  as  well  say  mass  for  mc. 

" '  At  the  lone  midnight  hour,  when  bad  spirits  havo 
power, 

In  thy  chamber  will  I  bo.'  — 
With  that  he  was  gone,  and  cny  lady  left  alone, 

And  no  more  did  I  see." — 


Then  changed,  I  trow,  was  that  bold  Baron's  br 
From  the  dark  to  the  b)ood-red  high  ; 

"  Now,  tell  me  the  mien  of  the  knight  thou  hast  si 
For,  by  Mary,  he  sliall  die  t " 


"His  arms  shone  full  bright,  in  the  beacon's  red  lights 

His  plume  it  waa  scarlet  and  blue ; 
On  his  shield  waa  a  hound,  in  a  silver  leash  bound, 

And  his  crest  was  a  branch  of  the  yew." 
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"Thou  nest,  thou  liost,  thou  little  foot-page, 

Loud  dost  thou  lie  to  me ! 
For  that  Itnight  is  cold,  and  low  laid  in  the  mould, 

All  under  the  Eildon-troo." 


"Yet  hear  but  my  word,  my  noble  lord! 

For  I  heard  her  name  his  name ; 
And  that  lady  bright,  she  called  the  knight, 

Sir  Richard  of  ColiUnghame," 

The  bold  Baron's  brow  then  changed,  I  trow. 

From  high  blood-red  to  pale  — 
"  The  grave    is    deep   anJ   dark  —  and  the  corpse  ii 


"Where  fair  Tweed  flows  round  holy  Melroie, 

And  Eildon  slopes  to  the  plain, 
Pull  three  nights  ago,  by  some  secret  foe. 

That  gay  gallant  waa  slain. 

"The  varying  light  deceived  thy  sight. 
And  the  wild  winds  drowned  the  name ; 

For  the  Dryhurgh  bells  ring,  and  tlie  white  monks  do 
sing, 
For  Sir  Richard  of  Cotdinghame ' " 

He  passed  tlie  court-gate,  and  he  oped  the  tower-giote, 

And  he  mounted  the  narrow  stair 
To  the  bartizan-seat,  where,  with  maids  that  on  her  wait, 

He  found  his  !ady  fair. 
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That  ladj  sat  m  mournful  mood ; 

Looked  over  hill  and  dale, 
Over  Tweed'*!  Idir  flood    and  Merluuil's 

\nil  all  d5«n  Teviotdalt 


'Now  hail,  now  hail,  thou  hdy  hright!" 

"  No«  hail,  thou  Baron  true ' 
What  newD,  what  news,  from  Anoram  fight? 
What  news  inm  the  hold  Buccleiioh?" 


"Thp  Ancran  Moor  i-.  ri,ri  Kith  gon 
For  many  a  fcoutheiu  tell , 

And  Buccleuch  has  thatged 
I'o  watch  our  btapond  wel 


Tho  lady  blushed  led,  but  nothing  she  said; 

Nor  added  the  Baron  a  word 
Then  she  otepped  do"  n  the  ottir  to  her  chamber  fairs 

And  so  did  her  moody  lord. 

In  sleep    the    lady  mourned,  and  the  Baron  tossefl 
and  turned. 
And  oft  to  iihnself  he  aa.id  — 
"  The  worms    around    him    creep,  and    his   bloody 

It  cannot  give  up  the  dead ! " 

It  was  near  the  ringing'  of  raatin-bell, 

The  night  was  well  nigh  done, 
When  a  heavy  sleep  on  that  Baron  fell, 

On  the  eve  of  good  St  John. 
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The  ludv  luokud  tlirougli  the  (.hamlier  fair, 
Bj   the  light  of  a  djinj  flame; 

And  she  «aa  an  ire  of  a  knight  stood  there- 
Sir  Richard  nf  Coldinghame ' 

"Alas'  away    away       she  cried, 

"For  the  lioly  Virgin's  sake   " 
"Ladv   I  know  who  sleepa  hy  thy  side; 

But,  lad},  hP  will  not  iwakc 

'By  Eildon  trep,  hi  bng  nighta  three, 

In  bloody  gravp  have  I  lain , 
The  wasa  and  the  dpath  prj.yi,i   arc  said  for  rae, 
But   lalj    tliev  aie  said  in  vain. 

"Bj  the  Biron'i  bnnd,  near  Tweed's  fair  strand, 

Most  toullj  slam  I  fell 
And  my  rp^tless  apritp  on  tht.  beacon's  height, 

For  a  space  is  iloomcd  Lo  diipIL 

"  At  our  trysting  plate,  lor  a  certain  space, 

I  must  nj.nder  to  and  fio 
But  I  had  Dot  hid  power  to  (.oiiie  to  thy  bower, 

Had'st  thou  not  conjured  me  so." 

Love  mastered  Jear  —  her  brow  she  croised; 

'  Hois    Richard,  haat  tliou  sped  ? 
And  art  thou  saved,  or  Hft  thou  lost  ?  " 

The  Viiion  ahook  his  head ' 

"Who  fcpiIlLth  lilo    shall  forfbt  life, 

So  bid  thy  lord  beliPie 
That  lawless  love  is  guilt  above 

This  awful  sign  receive" 
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He  laid  bis  left  hand  on  an  oakon  beam; 

His  riglit  upon  lier  hand ; 
The  lady  shrunk,  and  fainting  sunk, 

For  it  scorched  like  a  flery  brand. 

The  sable  score,  of  fingers  four. 

Remains  on  that  hand  impressed ; 
And  for  evornioro  that  lady  wore 

There  is  a  Nun  in  Dryburgh  bower. 

Ne'er  looks  upon  the  sun: 
There  is  a  Monk  in  Melrose  tower, 

He  Bpeaketh  word  to  none. 

That  Nun,  who  ne'er  beholds  the  day. 
That  Monk,  who  speaks  to  none  — 

That  Nun  was  Sraaylho'me's  Lady  gay, 
That  Monk  the  bold  Baron. 
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Where  with  the  rock's  wood-covered  side 
Were  blended  late  the  niin's  green, 

Rise  tiin-efs  in  fantastic  pride, 
And  feudal  banners  flaunt  between : 

Where  tlie  rude  torrent's  brawling  course 
Was  shag-ged  with  thorn  and  tangling  aloe^ 

The  ashler  buttress  braves  its  force. 
And  ramparts  froivn  in  battled  row. 

Tis  night  —  the  shade  of  keep  and  spire 
Obscurely  dance  on  Evan's  stream. 

And  on  the  wave  the  warder's  fire 
Is  checkering  the  moonlight  beam. 

Fades  slow  their  fight;  the  east  is  gray; 

The  waiy  warder  leaves  his  tower; 
Steeds  snort;  uncoupled  slag-hounds  bay, 

And  merry  hunters  quit  the  bower. 

The  draw-bridgo  fells  —  they  hurry  out  — 
Clatters  each  plaaJt  and  swinging  chain, 

As,  dashing  o'er,  the  jovJal   route 
Urge  the  shy  ateed,  and  slack  the  roiA, 

First  of  his  troop,  the  Chief  rade  on: 
His  shouting  merry-men  throng  behind; 

The  steed  of  princely  Hamilton 

Was  fleeter  than  the  mountniii  wind. 


From  the  thick  copse  the  roe-bucks  bound, 
The  startling  red-deer  scuds  the  plain ; 

For,  the  hoarse  bugle's  warrior  sound 
Has  roused  their  mountain  haunts  ag^n. 
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Stem  Claud  replied    with  dark'mnrr  face 
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"  What.eheeied  pliantom  wanders  wild. 

Where  mountain  Esko  through  woodland  Hows, 

Her  arms  enfold  a  shadowy  child  — 
Oh,  is  it  she,  the  pallid  rose  P 

"  The  wildered  trav'ller  sees  her  glide, 
And  hears  her  feeble  voice  with  awe  — 

'  Revenge,'  she  cries,  '  on  Murray's  pride ! 
And  wo  for  injured  Bothwellhangh!'" 

He  ceased  —  and  cries  of  rage  and  grief 
Burst  mingling  from  the  kindred  band. 

And  half  arose  the  kindling  Chief, 
And  half  unsheathed  his  Arran  brand. 
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"  what  joy  the  raptured  youth  can  ffeel, 
To  hear  her  love  the  loved  one  tdl, 

Or  he,  who  broaches  on  his  steel 
The  wolf,  by  whom  his  infant  fell ! 

"But  dearer  to  my  injured  eye. 
To  see  in  dust  proud  Murray  roll ; 

And  mine  was  ten  times  trebled  joy. 
To  hear  him  groan  his  felon  souL 

"My  Marg'ret's  specti'e  glided  near- 
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For  chiefs,  intent  on  blooiiy  deed, 

And  Vengeance,  shouti ag  o'er  the  slain, 

Lo !  high-born  Beauty  riilea  the  steed. 
Of  graceful  guides  the  silken  rein. 


And  long  uiay  Peace  and  I 

The  maids,  who  list  the  Minstrel's  E»ie 
Nor  e'er  a  ruder  guest  be  known 

On  the  fair  banks  of  Bvandale. 
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THE  GRAY  BROTHER, 


The  Popp  he  mis  saving  the  higli,  liigh  iiwss. 

All  on  Sunt  PetPi's  dij 
With  thp  power  to  liim  given,  by  the  saints  in 


The  Pope  he  ivas  t,a\me  tht,  blessed  mass, 

\nd  the  people  kneeled  around ; 
And  from  each  man's  Boul  hia  sins  did  pass, 
As  he  kiaaed  the  holy  ground. 

And  al(    imong  the  crowded  throng. 
Was  still,  both  limb  and  tongue, 

While  through  laulted  roof,  and  aislea  aloof. 
The  holy  ncLentB  roiifj 

At  the  Jiolic-f  ivoril  he  qujvered  for  fear, 

And  faltered  jn  the  'ound  — 
And,  when  he  would  thp  chalice  rear, 

He  dropped  it  on  the  ground. 

"The  breath  of  one,  of  eiil  deed, 

Pollutes  our  sacred  day , 
He  has  m  portion  in  our  creed, 

No  pd.rt  m  tthit  I  fcaj 
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"  A  being,  whom  no  blessed  word 
To  ghostly  peace  can  bring ; 

A  wretch,  at  whose  approach  abhorred, 
RecoDs  each  holy  thing. 

"  Up,  up,  unhappy  1  haste,  arise  ! 

My  adjuration  fear! 
I  charge  thee  not  to  atop  my  voice, 

Kor  longer  tarry  here!" 

Amid  them  all  a  Pilgrim  kneeled. 
In  gown  of  sackcloth  gray : 

Far  journeying  from  his  native  field, 
Ho  first  saw  Rome  that  day. 

For  forty  days  and  nights  so  drear, 

I  ween,  he  had  not  spoke. 
And,  save  with  bread  and  water  clear, 

His  fast  he  ne'er  had  broke. 

Amid  the  penitential  flock. 

Seemed  none  more  bent  to  pray, 

But,  when  the  Holy  Father  spoke, 
He  rose,  and  went  his  way, 

Agwn  unto  his  native  land. 
His  weary  course  he  drew, 

To  Lothian's  fair  and  fertile  strand, 
And  Pentland's  mountains  blue. 


His  unblest  feet  his  native  seal 

Mid  Eske's  fair  woods,  regain ; 
Through  woods  more  fair  no  stream  i 
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A  woful  place  was  that,  I  ween, 

As  sorrow  could  desire; 
For,  nodding  to  the  fall,  was  each  crumbling  wall, 

And  the  roof  was  scathed  with  flee, 

It  feU  upon  a  aummei'^  eve, 

While,  on  Camethy'?  head 
The  lest  laint  gleams  of  the  sun's  low  beams, 

Had  streaked  the  gray  with  red. 

And  the  convent  bell  did  vespera  telt, 

Newbottle's  oako  among 
And  mingled  with  thp  oolemn  knell 

Our  Lady's  evening  snng 

The  heavy  knell,  the  chou'a  &ant  swell, 

Came  slowly  down  the  wind, 
And  on  the  Pilgrims  oar  they  feU, 

As  his  wonted  path  he  did  find 

Deep  sunk  in  thought,  I  tieen,  he  was. 

Nor  ever  raised  his  eye. 
Until  he  came  to  that  dieary  place, 

Which  did  1)1  in  ruins  liP 

He  gazed  on  the  wilh,  ao  scithed  with  tire, 

With  many  -x  hitter  groan  — 
And  there  «ii  dware  of  i  (irav  Friar, 

Resting  him  on  a  itnne 

"  Now,  Christ  thee  save ! "  said  tlie  Gray  Brother, 
"Some  pilgrim  thou  seern'at  to  be;" 

But  in  sore  amaze  did  Lord  Albert  gaae, 
Nor  answer  again  made  he. 
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THOMAS  THE  RHYMER. 


PART  FiasT. 


T»nB  Thomas  lay  on  Huntlie  banks 
A  feriie  he  spied  wi'  hia  e'e; 

And  there  he  saw  a  ladye  bright, 

Come  riding,  down  by  the  Bildon  Tree, 


Her  skirt  was  o'  the  grass-grecn  Bilk, 
Her  mantle  o'  the  velvet  fyne; 

At  ilka  tett  of  her  horse's  mane, 
Hang  Mty  siller  bella  and  sine. 


True  Thomas  he  pulled  aff  his  cap. 
And  louted  low  down  to  his  luiee,  — 

"All  hail,  thou  mighty  queen  of  heave 
For  thy  peer  on  earth  I  never  did  si 


'  O  no,  0  no,  Thomas,"  she  said ; 

"  That  name  does  not  bekng  to  me 
1  am  but  the  queen  of  fair  Elfland, 

That  am  hither  coms  to  visit  thee. 
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"Harj)  and  carp,  Thomas,"  she  said, 

"Harp  and  carp  along  with  me, 
And  if  ye  dare  to  kiss  inj  lips, 

Sure  of  voitr  b  <h,  1  «ill  be" 

"  Betide  me  we  d  betide  me  wo, 
That  w  irri  hhall  never  danton  me" 

Syne  lie  bis  kisaed  her  rosy  hps. 
All  underneath  Ihi,  Eildon  Tree 

"Now  ye  maun  go  wi'  me,"  she  said, 
"Tiiio  Thomas,  ye  maun  go  wi'  me 

And  je  maun  serve  me  seien  years, 

Through  weal  or  wo  as  may  chance  to  be." 

She  mounted  on  her  milk  white  steed, 
Sht-s  ta'on  true  Thomas  up  behind. 

And  aye,  whene  er  her  biidle  rung, 
The  steed  fleii   snifter  than  the  wind. 

O  they  rade  on    an!  farther  on, 

The  steed  gaed  swifter  tlian  tlie  wind; 

Until  they  reat,hcd  a  dbsirt  wide 
And  iiv  ng  land  wasi  left  behmii 

"Light  down,  light  down   now   true  Thomas, 
And  lean  >  our  head  upon  mj   Jinee , 

Abide,  and  ro-t  a  utile  spai,e, 
And  I  will  fhon  30U  fi-rliLs  three 

"  O  see  V  e  not  yon  narrow  road, 
So  thick  beset  mth  tlioms  and  bners?— 

That  IS  ih  [iith  of  nghteousness. 
Though  attei  it  but  fe«   mquires 
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"Anil  aoi,  not  je  that  braid,  braid  road, 

That  has  ai,roaB  tiiat  hly  leven  ' 

_ 

That  IS  the  path  oi   wickedness. 

Though  &(,me  call  it  thp  luod  to 

heaven 

"  \iid  see   lot  ye  thit  bonny  road. 

That  winds  .ibout  the  feime  bra 

5 

Tliat  13  the  road  to  fail  Elfland, 

Wlieie  tliou  dad  I  this  night  mi 

angae 

'  But,  Thomas  je  maun  hold  youi 

tongue. 

Whatever  ye  mij   hear  or  bee  , 

For,  if  jou  ipeak  word  ni  Elflyn  1 

ind. 

Yc'U  iiL'ei  ^-et  bai-L  to  y^ar  aui 

ountrie  " 

0  they  rade  on,   md  larthcr  on. 

And  thej  waded  thro  igh  inets  aboon  the  knee,               ■] 

And  they  tan   neitliei  buh  nor  niuo 

But  they  heard  the  loailng  ot   tl 

ose. 

It  WIS  mirk  rirk  mo-ht,  and  tliere  w 

as  nae  starn  lighl^ 

A       th                            g     re 

the  knee: 

F                                                          at 

Rns                  til                       th 

trie. 

8                                                         g 

n. 

T          hi 

ever  lie." 

M     to                                             T 

aid; 
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"  I  dought  neither  speak  to  prince  or  peec 
Nor  sak  of  grace  from  Mr  lEidye." 

"Now  hold  thy  peace!"  the  ladyc  said, 
"  For,  as  I  say,  so  must  it  be." 

He  has  gotten  a  coat  of  the  even  cloth, 
And  a  piiir  of  &liocs  of  velvet  green; 

And,  till  seven  years  were  gane  and  paa' 
True  Thomas  on  earth  was  never  seen. 


PART  SECOND. 


When  seve     yeura    vo  <■  con  e  anl  gnne. 

The  bl  i]  ed  fan-  on  j  ool  a  d  stream 

A  d  Thon  js  lay         H  Jitl  e  bank 

Like  one  awai  ened  iro  n  a  d  ea 

He  heard  the  tra  nplu  g     f        t  ed 
He  Bl     the  flash     f  i  nor  flee 

And  1      bei  eld  a  gallant  kn  ^ht 

Co    p  r  i  n„  do  vn  by  the  F  Ido     Tree, 

He  as  »  st  1  art  k  ig]  t,  and  strong 
Ot   g  ■!  t  n  ake  he   ppa  cd  to  be 

He  stirred  1  s  ho  so  as  he  we  e  wode 
W      glded  ap    g   of   fa    1  on  free 
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Says  —  Well  iiPt,  wpU  met  1  ui,  Thomas  [ 
Some  uncouth  teihp    iIipw  to  iTL." 

Says —  Christ  thee  i>an.  Corspatnck  btnve 
Thnce  welcome   good  "Dunbar  to  mo 

"Light  down  light  dovn  Coi'apatnck  brave. 
And  I  wall  shew  diep  cui-"es  three 

Shall  gair  fiiir  Scotland  greet  and  grane 
And  chxngs-  the  gieen  to  the  hlack  livery. 

"A  storm  aliall  roar,  this  very  hour, 
From  Rosae's  Hills  to  Solway  sea," 

"Ye  lied,  ye  lied,  ye  iifailock  lioar! 

For  the  sun  shines  sweet  on  fnidd  and  lea." 

He  put  his  hand  on  the  earlie's  head ; 

He  shewed  him  a  rock,  beside  the  sea. 
Where  a  king  lay  stiff,  beneath  his  steed. 

And  ateel-dight  nobles  wiped  their  e'e. 

"The  neist  curse  lights  on  Branxton  Hills: 
By  Plodden's  high  and  heatliary  side, 

Shall  wase  a  banner,  red  as  bkide, 

And  chieftains  throng  wi'  meikle  pride, 

"  A  Scottish  king  shall  come  full  keen ; 

The  ruddy  lion  beaj^th  he : 
A  feathered  arrow  sharp,  I  ween, 

Shall  make  him  wink  and  warre  to  see, 

"When  he  is  bloody,  and  all  to  biedde, 
Thus  to  bis  men  he  atill  shall  say  — 

'For  God's  sake,  turn  ye  back  again, 
And  ^ve  yon  southern  folk  a  fray ! 
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Mj    1 


tJ       d  J 


■i   t  t  V     to  tl        aat        hi 

\  d  d  w     d      y  all 

H  w  f  ty  th          dp                 land 

\Vh  y            k                    L  th    a 

Th         i  11  tl      1        1  th     ^ylt 

And  th  1  bb    d    b  tin  away 

At  P  nk;  CI      h  tl  Ml  1      p  It 

M     b  K  1 1  bl  d     th  t    I  ; 


Is  bl       ng    h       th  ta 

O     by  tl      f  th  J   b  d         C  rep  t  ek  saiil, 

Y      1  11  n     th     1  y  e-" 

Th     fi    t    t   bl  I    h  11    1         h  w, 

I    by      b  un    th  t         11  d    f  b      d 
Wh        S  n    h  11  t        tf     b  w 

\  d  fi  d  th  I    I    tl     he  d 

Bdthtbg         t  thtbm 

WI        th        te    b    L     th  b     U    nd  sheon, 
Sh  11         y      f  11  ra        p    n 

A  d  k      It      h  11   1  h  ttl     k 

B     d        1      dl  f    1 

Tl     Ibb    ds  t)  h  11  1       th    groe: 

n  I   11       m      tl  h  11  go, 

And  d     1   tb     S  11  od  f 

Th  ft        th  V    h  II       t  k     w, 

S    thi  k  th        rs      tl  h  11  b 
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"  B  t  t  1!  lb         D    1) 

'  T       Tl  t  11  t 

Wh  t  I  11  1    t!       1  B  t 

B      f       th         tb  f    tl-  th 

"  A  P  h  q  1   11  b        th 

SI   II  1      11  B  t      h 

He     1   U      B  bl  d      I   11      m 

A  ti  tl   d 


rsl  p    i  U  h 

t  U      f   th 


Po    th  y    h  11      I 
Wtl    h      p       ^11 


FAET  THIRD, 


When  aeven  yeera  more  hod  come  and 
Was  war  through  Scotland  spread, 

And  Ruberalaw  showed  hig-h  Dunyon 
His  beacon  blazing  red. 

Then  all  by  bonny  Coldingknow, 
Pitched  palliouns  took  their  room, 

And  crested  helms,  and  speare  a  rowe, 
Glanced  gayly  through  the  broom. 
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The  LpidPr,  loUing  to  the  Tweed, 

Resounds  the  ensPnzie , 
Thej   routed  thp  deer  trom  Caddenhead, 

To  distant  Toiwoodlee 

The  fpast  n  is  oprcad  in  Eiuild  une 
In  Leannont"  high  uiid  ii!iciL.nt  hall. 

And  there  «ere  Itnighta  of  great  renown, 
\nd  ladies,  laued  in  pdll 

Nor  lacked  they   «hile  thej   sat  at  dine, 

The  musK ,  nor  \)<a  tdlo, 
Nor  ffohlLts  of  tlie  blood  red  wine. 

Nor  mantling:  qnJ-l^h--  of  ale, 

True  Thoons  io»e,  with  hirp  in  hand, 

WhPii   lb  the  tea»t  w  aa  done ; 
(In  minstrel  elrife,  in  Ffhtj   Lnnd, 

The  clhn  harp  ho  ncn) 

Huahed  "i,re  the  throng,  both  limb  and  tongut^ 

And  haipeis  for  envy  pale , 
And  armed  lords  leaned  on  their  swords, 

Anil  heirkPned  to  the  tale 

In  numbeiB  high   the  witching  tale 

The  prophet  poured  along , 
No  after  bard  might  e'er  avail 

Those  numbers  to  prolong 


Vet  fragments  of  the  lofty  strain 
Floit  down  the  tide  of  years. 

Aa,  buovant  on  the  stormy  main, 
A  parted  miccI    ippuui 
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H  d  p    b 
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Wti  g    tl    h  d      d  th       t    g  e, 

Si      b        th  1      h  p  rt 

Adhll              h  Lbdhg, 

H    p   d  h         tl   !  h    rt. 

O  f  tal  w  th  gft   I 

F       d  d             ltd 

Th          d  t  I        d    C          II    queen, 

H  dly        1      b  d 

Their  loves,  their  woea,  the  gifted  bard 

In  fairy  tissue  wove ; 
Where  lords,  and  knights,  and  la<lies  bright 

In  gay  confusion  strove. 
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Tlie  Garde  Joyease,  a-inid  llie  lale, 
High  reared  its  glittering  head; 

And  Avalon'a  enchanted  vale 
In  all  ita  wonders  spread. 

Brengwain  was  there,  and  Segraiiiore, 
And  field-born  Merlin's  graniKyre; 

Of  that  famed  wizard's  mighty  lore, 
O  ivho  could  sing  but  he  ? 

Through  many  a  ma^ie  the  winning  song 

In  changeful  passion  led, 
Till  bent  at  length  the  list'ning  throng 

O'er  Tristrem's  dying  bed. 

His  ancient  ivounda  their  acars  expand; 

With  agony  hie  heart  is  wrung; 
O  where  is  Isolde's  lily  hand, 

And  where  her  soothing  tongue  ? 

She  comes,  she  comes !  like  Hash  of  flame 

Can  lovers'  footsteps  fiy: 
She  comes,  she  comes !  she  only  came 

To  see  her  Triatrem  die. 

She  saw  him  dier  her  ktest  sigh 
Joined  in  a  liiss  his  parting  breath : 

The  gentlest  pair  that  Britain  bare, 
United  are  in  death. 

There  paused  the  liarp  ;  its  ling'ring  sound 

Died  slowly  on  the  ear ; 
Tho  silent  guests  still  bent  around, 

For  still  they  seemed  to  hear 
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Then  «o  bioke  forth  in  murmurB  weak, 
Nor  ladiei  heaved  alone  the  sigh, 

But,  hilf  aBhameJ,  the  rug-ged  rheek 
Did  manj   i  gauntlet  dry 

On  LfadPi's  =treT.Hi,  aiid  Lenrinont'a  tower, 

The  mists  of  eiemng  close, 
111  camp,  in  castle,  or  ui  bower, 

Earh  wamor  ^lought  repose 

Lord  Douglas,  in  lim  loftj   tent 

DreaiiiLd  oVi  the  nofil  tale, 
When  footsteps  light,  across  the  bent, 

The  wiiriors  uar«  assail 

Ho  starts,  he  wak'==i   —"Whit,  Ri^-hard,  ho! 

Anse,  my  pige,  arise ' 
What  vent'rous  wight,  at  dead  of  mgiit, 

Dare  step  where  Dou jlas  lies ' " 

Then  foitli  they  rushed     by  Leader's  tade, 

A  salcouth  sight  thev  see  — 
A  hart  and  hmd  pace  side  by  side. 

As  whlto  as  snow  on  Paimalie 

Beneath  the  moon,  nith  gesture  proud, 

They  "itately  moie  and  slovi 
Nor  scare  th^^  at  the  gath'ring  crowd:, 

Who  man  el  as  they  go 

To  liearniont's  tower  a  message  sped, 

As  fast  BS  page  might  run. 
And  Thomas  started  from  hii  bed, 

And  soan  his  clothes  did  on 
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First  he  vroxc  pale,  and  tlien  ivoxe  red; 

Never  s.  word  he  spako  but  three;  — 
"  My  aand  is  run  ;  my  thread  is  spun ; 

This  sign  regardeth  mo." 

The  Elfin  haip  ins  necit   iround, 

In  minotrpl  gui'e,  he  hung, 
And  on  the  wind,  in  dnieful  sound, 

Its  dving  accenta  runa; 

Then  forth  hp  went,  yet  tuiried  him  oft 

To  vio»   his  ancient  hali , 
On  the  gray  to»er,  in  lustre  soft, 

Tlie  autumn  Lnoonbea.ni'^  fall 

And  LeadPr'is  waves,  lilie  ailver  sheen. 
Danced  ^hLuim'rmg  in  thp  ray 

In  deepening  miss,  at  distance  seen, 
Broad  Soltra'o  rnountains  lay 

"Fareivell    my  tathpr's  ancient  tower' 
A  1         f  II  d  I 

Tl  f  pi        re    p      p         p  wer. 

Ihu  m  laJtb 

To  Lea       nt     n  toot     f     a  th 

Shall  h  e     g        bin 

And        tl     h    p  t  U    1  th 

Th     I  laJl  1  h  J   ung 

Adieu .  Adieu  .      again  he  cried, 
And  as  he  turned  him  roun'  — 
"  Farewell  to  Leader's  silver  tide ! 
Farewell  to  Ercildoune  !  " 
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THE  FIRE-KING. 

3oi>D  fcnig-hts  and  fair  damos,  to  my  harp  give  an  ear, 
Of  love,  and  of  war,  and  of  wonder  to  hear ; 
And  yoo  haply  rnay  sigh,  in  the  midst  of  your  glee. 
At  the  tale  of  Cor.nl  Albert  and  fair  Ronalie. 

O  see  you  that  caatle,  so  strong  and  so  high  ? 
And  see  you  that  lady,  the  tear  in  her  eye  ? 
And  see  you  thut  palmer,  fi'om  Palestine's  land. 
The  shell  on  his  hat,  and  the  staff  in  his  liand  ?  — 

"  Now  palmer,  gray  palmer,  O  tell  unto  me, 
What  nows  hring  you  home  from  the  Holy  Countrie  ? 
And  how  goes  the  warfare  by  Galilee's  strand? 
And  how  fare  our  nobles,  the  flower  of  the  land  ?  " 

"  0  well  goes  the  warfare  by  Galilee's  wave, 

For  Gilead,  and  Nabloas,  and  Ramah  we  have; 

And  well  fare  our  nobles  by  Mount  Lebanon, 

For  tlie  Heathen  have  lost,  and  tlic  Christians  have  won." 

A  fair  chain  of  gold  'mid  her  ringleta  there  hung; 
O'er  the  palmer's  gray  locks  the  fair  chain  lias  she  flung 
"  O  palmer,  gray  palmer,  this  chain  be  thy  fee. 
For  the  news  thou  hast  brought  from  the  Holy  Countrie. 

"  O  palmer,  good  palmer,  by  Galilee's  wave, 
O  Ear/  ye  Count  Albert,  the  gentle  and  brave?         Ion, 
When  the  Crescent  went  hack,  and  the  Ited-crusa  rasheil 
O  saw  ye  him  foremost  on  Mount  Lebanon  ?  "  ■ — 
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"  O  lady,  fair  lady,  the  tree  ^een  it  grows  ; 

0  lady,  fair  lady,  tho  stream  pure  it  flows ; 

Your  castle  stands  strong,  and  your  hopes  soar  on  high, 

But  lady,  fair  laily,  all  blossoms  to  die. 

"  The  green  boughs  they  wither,  the  thunderbolt  falls, 
It  leaves  of  your  caatle  but  levin-scorched  walls  ; 
Tho  pure  stream  runs  muddy  ;  the  gay  hopo  is  gone; 
Count  Albert  is  pris'nec  on  Mount  Lebanon."  — 

O  she's  ta'en  a  horae,  should  be  fleet  at  her  speed; 
And  she's  ta'en  a  sword,  should  be  sharp  at  her  need ; 
And  she  has  ta'en  shipping  for  Palestine's  land. 
To  ransom  Count  Alhert  from  Soldanrie's  hand. 

Small  thought  had  Count  Albert  on  fair  Rosalie, 
Small  thought  on  his  fulth,  on  his  knighthood,  had  he ; 
A  heathenish  damsel  hia  light  heart  had  won, 
The  Soldan's  fair  daughter  on  Mount  Lebanon. 

"O  Christian,  brave  Christian,  my  love  would'st  thou  b^ 
Three  thmgs  must  thou  do  ere  I  hearken  to  thee ; 
Our  laws  and  out  worship  on  thee  shalt  thou  take ; 
And  tliis  thou  shalt  first  do  for  Zuleraa's  sake. 

"And,  next,  in  the  cavern,  ivheve  burns  evermore 
The  mystical  flame  which  the  Curdman's  adore, 
Alone,  and  in  silence,  three  nights  slialt  thou  wake ; 
And  this  thou  shalt  next  do  for  Zulema's  sake, 

"  And,  last,  thou  shalt  aid  us  with  council  and  hand, 
To  drive  the  Frank  robber  from  Palestine's  land  ; 
For  my  lord  and  my  love  then  Count  Albert  I'll  take. 
When  all  this  is  accomplished  for  Zulema's  soke." 
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He  has  thrown  by  his  helniet  and  orosa-handled  Bword, 
Renouncing'  his  Itnighthood,  denying  his  Lord  ; 
He  has  ta'en  the  green  cuftan,  and  turban  put  on, 
For  the  love  of  tlie  m^den  of  fair  Lebanon. 

And  in  tlie  dread  cavern,  deep  deep  under  ground, 
Which  fifty  ateel  gates  and  steel  portals  surround, 
He  has  watched  until  daybreak,  but  sight  saw  he  none, 
Save  the  flame  burning  bright  on  its  altar  of  atone. 

Amazed  was  the  princess,  the  soldan  amazed, 
Sore  murmured  the  priests  as  on  Albert  they  gazed  ; 
They  searched  all  his  garments,  and,  under  his  weeds. 
They  found,  and  took  from  Jiini,  his  rosary  beads. 

Again  in  the  cavern,  deep  deep  under  gronnd,    [round  ; 
He  watched  the  lone  night,  while  the  winds  whistled 
Far  off  was  their  muruiur,  it  came  not  more  nigh, 
The  flame  burned  unmoved,  and  naught  else  did  he  spy. 

Loud  murmured  tlie  priests,  and  amazed  was  the  king. 
While  many  dark  speJIa  of  their  witchcraft  they  sing: 
They  searched  Albert's  body,  and,  lo  !  on  his  breast 
Was  the  sign  of  the  Cross,  by  his  father  impressed. 

The  priests  they  erase  it  with  care  and  with  pain. 
And  the  recreant  returned  to  the  cavern  again ; 
But,  as  he  descended,  a  whisper  there  fell !  — 
It  was  his  good  angel,  who  bade  him  farewell ! 

High  bristled  his  Itair,  his  iieart  fluttered  and  beat. 
And  he  tumad  him  five  steps,  half  resolved  to  retreat; 
But  his  heart  it  was  hardened,  his  purpose  was  gone, 
When  he  thought  on  the  maiden  of  fair  Lebanon. 
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Scarce  passed  he  the  arcliway,  the  threshold  scarce  trod, 
When  the  winds  from  the  four  points  of  heaven  were 

ibroad ; 
They  made  each  eteel  portal  to  rattle  and  ring. 
And,  homo  on  the  blast,  came  the  dread  Pire-King. 

Puil  sore  rocked  the  cavern,  whene'er  he  drew  nigh, 
The  (ire  on  the  altar  blazed  bick'ring'  and  high ; 
In  volcanic  explosions  the  mountains  ptoclaim 
The  dreadful  approach  of  the  Monarch  of  Flame, 

UnraeaBured  in  height,  and  undietinguiahed  in  form, 
His  breatli  it  was  lightning,  his  voice  it  was  storm ; 
I  ween  the  stout  heart  of  Count  Albert  was  tame. 
When  he  saw  in  his  terrors  the  Monarch  of  Flame. 

In  his  hand  a  broad  falchion  blue-glimmered  through 

And  Mount  Lebanon  shook,  as  the  Monarch  he  spoke: 
"  With  this  brand  shall  thou  conquer,  thus  long,  and 

Till  then  bend  to  the  Cross,  nnd  the  Virgin  adore." 

The  cloud-shrouded  arm  gives  the  weapon  ;  and,  see, 
The  recreant  receives  the  charmed  gift  on  his  knee : 
The  tliunders  growl  distant,  and  faint  gleam  the  fires, 
As,  borne  on  his  whirlwind,  the  Phantom  retu'es. 

Count  Albert  haa  armed  him  the  Paynim  among. 
Though   his   heart  it  was   false,  yet  his   arm  it  was 

strong ; 
And   the   Red-cross   waxed   faint,   and   the   Crescent 

Prom  the  day  he  commanded  on  Mount  Lebanon. 
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From  Lebanon's  forests  to  Galilee's  wave, 

The  sands  of  Samaar  drank  the  blooil  of  the  brave ; 

Till  the  Knights  of  the  Temple,  and  Knights  of  Saint 

With  Salem's  King'  Baldwin  against  him  came  on. 

The  war-cy tubals  clattered,  the  trumpets  replied. 
The  lances  were  couched,  and  they  closed  on  each 

And  horsemen  and  horses  Count  Albert  o'erthrew, 
Till  he  pierced  the  tliick  tumult  King  Baldwin  unto. 

Against  tlie  charmed  blade  whici)  Count  Albert  did 

The   fence  had  been  vain   of  the   King's   Red-cross 

But  a  Page  thi-ust  Jiim  forward  the  monarch  before, 
And  cleft  tlie  proud  turban  tlie  renegade  wore. 

So  fell  waa  the  dint,  that  Count  Albert  stooped  low 
Before  the  crossed  sliield  to  his  steel  saddle-bow ; 
And  scarce  had  he  bent  to  the  Red-Cross  his  head,  — 
"  Bonne  grace,  notre  Dame,"  he  iinwittinglj'  Haid. 

Sore   sighed   the   charmed  sword,  for  its  virtue  was 

It  sprung  from  Ilia  grasp,  and  was  never  seen  more ; 
But  true  men  have  said,  that  the  lightning's  red  wing 
Did  waft  back  the  brand  to  the  dread  Pire-King. 

He  clenched  hie  set  teeth,  and  his  gauntlstted  hand; 
He  stretched,  with  one  buffet,  tliat  Page  on  the  strand  j 
As  back  from  the  stripling  the  broken  casque  rolled, 
You  might  see  the  blue  eyes,  and  the  ringlets  of  gold. 
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Short  time  had  Count  Albert  in  horror  to  stare 

On  those  death-swimming  eye-balls,  and  blood-clotted 

For  down  came  tho  Templars,  like  Cedron  in  flood, 
And  dyed  their  long  lances  in  Saracen  blood. 

The  Saracens,  Curcimans,  and  Ishmaelites  yield 
To  the  scallop,  the  saltier,  and  crossletted  shield; 
And  the  eagles  were  gorged  with  the  infidel  dead, 
From  Bethsaida's  fountains  to  Naphtali's  head. 

Tho  battle  is  over  on  Bethsaida's  plain.  — 
Oh,  who  is  yon  Pnynim  lies  stretched  'mid  the  slain  ? 
And  who  is  yon  Page  lying  cold  at  bis  knee  ?  — 
Oh,  who  but  Count  Albert  and  fair  Eosalie, 

The  Lady  was  buried  in  Salem's  blessed  bound. 
The  Count  he  was  left  to  the  vulture  and  hound : 
Her  soul  to  high  mercy  Our  Lady  did  bring ; 
His  went  on  the  blast  to  the  dread  Pire-King. 

Yet  many  a  minstrel,  in  harping,  can  tell, 
How  the  Red  Cross  it  conquered,  the  Crescent  it  fell; 
And  lords  and  gay  ladies  have  sighed,  'mid  their  glee, 
At  tho  talc  of  Count  Albert  and  fair  Rosalie, 
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FREDERICK  AND   ALICE. 

Fbed'rick  leaves  the  land  of  France, 
Homeward  hastes  his  steps 

CarolesB  casts  tlie  parting  glance 
On  the  scene  of  former  pleasure  ; 

Joying  in  his  prancing  steed, 
Keen  10  prove  his  untried  blade, 

Hope's  gay  dreams  the  soldier  lead 
Over  mountain,  moor,  and  glade. 


Helpless,  ruined,  left  forlorn, 

Lovely  Alice  wept  alone; 
Mourned  o'er  love's  fond  contract  torn, 

Hope,  and  peace,  and  honor  flown. 

Mark  her  breast's  convulsive  throba! 

See,  tjie  tear  of  anguish  flows  !  — 
Mingling  Boon  with  bursting  aoba, 

Loud  tho  laugh  of  frensj  rose. 

Wild  she  cursed,  and  wild  she  prayed; 

Seven  long  days  and  nights  are  o'er: 
Death  in  pity  brought  his  lud, 

As  the  village  bell  struck  four. 

Par  from  her,  and  far  from  France, 
Faithless  Pred'rick  onward  rides: 

Marking,  blithe,  the  morning's  glance 
Mantling  o'er  the  mountain's  sides. 
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Hoard  ye  not  tht,  bodii  g  aound 
As  the  ton^   p  of  j    iler  tower 

Slowly   to  tliL  hilK  ^oind 

ToW  tha  tourth    tho  fited  hour? 

S^rta  the  steed    in  I  bi  uffs  the  air 
Yet  no  cause  ot   dread  appoars  , 

BiiatleB  high  the  uders  hair 

Struck  witli  strange   nysti,  lous  feara. 

Deapratc  aa  his  teirors  rae 
In  the  steed  the  spii    1 1,  h  des, 

From  litoselt  in  vain  he  flies 
Anxious  restless  on  he  ndes 

Seven  long  days,  and  seven  long  iiighla, 
Wild  he    landered   no  the  while' 

Ceaseless  c-ue   anl  ciuoeless  fnght, 
Urge  his  footsteps  maij   a  mile 

Dark  the  seventh  sad  lught  deai-cnds ; 

Rivers  swell    and  run  sti cans  poor; 
While  the  deaf  nmg  th  inder  lends 

All  the  terrors  of  ita  loir 

Weaiy    wet    and  spent  with  t  il 

Where  his  htad  shiU  rrcdncL  hide? 

Where,  but  m  yon  luined  aisle 
By  the  lightning  a  flash  deacned!* 

To  the  portal  dank  and  low 
Fast  his  steed  the  wand  rer  bound ; 

Down  a  ruined  staircase  slow 
Next  hs  darklin^  »u.v  ie  wound 
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THE  WILD  HUNTSMEN. 

The  Wildgrave  winds  his  bugle-hom, 
To  horse,  to  horae!  halloo,  halloo! 

His  fiery  couraer  snuffi  the  morn, 

And  thronging  aerfa  their  lord  pursae. 

The  eager  pack,  from  couples  freed, 

Daeh  through  the  buah,  the  brier,  the  brake; 

While  answ'riiig'  hound,  and  horn,  and  steed. 
The  mountain  echoes  startling  wake. 


The  beams  of  God's  own  hallowed  day 
Had  painted  yonder  spire  with  gold, 

And,  calling  sinful  man  to  pray, 

Loud,  long,  and  deep,  the  bell  had  tolled; 

But  still  the  Wildgrave  onward  rides ; 

Halloo„  halloo !  and,  hark  again ! 
When,  spurring  from  opposing  sides. 

Two  Stranger  Horsemen  join  Iba  tram. 

Who  was  each  stranger,  left  and  right, 
Well  may  I  guess,  but  dare  not  tell; 

The  right-hand  steed  was  silver  white. 
The  left,  tlie  swarthy  hue  of  hell. 

The  right-hand  horseman,  young  and  fwr, 
His  smile  was  like  the  mom  of  May; 

The  left,  from  eye  of  tawny  glare. 
Shot  midnight  lightning's  lurid  ray. 
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Up  ipniigB,  fioiii  jonder  tangled  thorn, 
A  sUig  more  white  than  mountain  snow; 

And  louder  rang  thf  Wildgrxve'e  horn, 
"Hark  foriiard,  forward'  hoUa.  ho'" 

A  heedlua  wretch  iiaa  croaspd  the  way; 

He  gasps,  the  thundeinig  hoofs  below;  — 
But  Iivp  who  can,  oi  die  who  may, 

Still,  -'Poiward,  fonvard'"  on  they  go. 

See,  where  jon  simple  fen<,«a  meet, 

A  field  with  autumn's  blessings  crowned", 

Sep,  prohtrate  at  the  Wilflgrwe's  feet, 
A  husbaudman,  with  toil  emhioivned: 

"  O  niorcy,  mercy,  noble  lord ! 

Spare  the  poor's  pittance,"  was  his  ciy, 
"Earned  by  the  sweat  these  brows  have  poured) 

In  soorehing  hour  of  fierce  July,"  — 

Ea        t  U  ht  1      d  St  pi    d 
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And  man,  s.nil  hai^e   iiid  houncl,  and  hocD, 
De^tructiTO  =»cop  tlie  beld  along, 

While,  joying  oer  the  wagtail  coin, 

Fell  Famine  marks  the  mndd'iimg  throng. 

Again  up  roused,  the  tim'rou?  prey 
Scours  rnohs,  anl  moor,  and  holt,  and  hill; 

Hard  run,  he  feels  hia  btri,ngth  decay 
And  trusts  foi  life  hi^  siniplp  skill 

Too  dangerous  solitude  appeared , 
He  seeks  the  shelter  of  the  crowd, 

Amid  the  flock's  doraeotic  herd 
His  harnilaas  ho^l  he  hopes  to  shroud. 

O'er  mob',  and  moor,  and  holt  and  hill. 
His  track  the  steady  hloodhounda  trace; 

O'er  mo«=  and  noor,  unwearied  still. 
The  tunous  Earl  pursues  tlie  chase 

Full  lowly  did  the  herdsman  fall,— 
"  0  spare,  thou  noble  Baron,  spare 

These  herds    u  widow's  little  all , 

These  flocks    sn  oiphan's  fleecy  care." 

Eirnest  the  right  hand  Stranger  pleads. 
The  left  still  chooring  to  the  prey 

The  Earl  nor  prajer  nor  pity  heeds. 
But  furious  keeps  the  cnward  way 

—  "Unmannered  dog'     To  stop  my  sport 
Vain  were  thy  cant  and  beggar  whine, 

Though  human  spiriti,  rf  thy  sort, 

Were  tenants  of  these  camon  kine '"-  . 


h,  Google 


UNT5MEN.                                   569 

I                     Ag^a  he  ivinda  his  bugle-horn, 
1                           H    k    i          d   f         d    1   U      1 

And  th        1    th     ii    d            thl             m 
II      1           1      f       us  b       d    to  ^ 

luh    p 
D  w 

Tb    m 
4g 

IS    f  11 

III     dmn  n 

t  g    pp  1  — 

1  hj   f 

k    tl 
i 
1       tl 

th 

W  th  !1 

Wt  ] 

H         k 

1                        Th     h 

d  b 

b      th    t 
m  1  tl 
bl    h 

d 

f 
t 

I     ht        ti   f    n, 
f            h  p  u 
t     gl     m 
hi!        lb 

'                  B  t 

F    t 
Th 
Wth 

d  I  re 
tt! 

d    hp  1 
H    1 

h 

d  1           did 

d 
i    1    11     1 

All  n  Id 
Th    h 

F      b    M 

R 

d  tb         t 
ly  1  nntp 

th  blood  G 
h      Ita         1 

P    f 

dh     p   y      - 
d     h         to  sla  n 
1    b 

Th 

Wh   1 
D 
B 

sun  th 
Tl    B 

Alas    th 
B  t  f 

t  b        h 

w      g  d  by 

th 

It!       th 

1 1    to  pleaa 
Ity        pnde 
Ul  S3  1    ad   - 
It    n  asd 

■^         pi    d 

p     tftth   p  y 
&  h    d 
1         1      i 

k.      Id 
E-u-1 

1 
tl 

h,  Google 


H  ly  t            ht       w      g 

Tly    It  d   t      t      I    p  m 

N  t         t  d       rlyra  d        g 

N  t  G  d  li       If    h  11     il  turn!" 

H     p       i  h  ra     1           d    I      h  m, 

Hkf  dfwdhlla^h       — 

B  t    ff         wh   1       d     p  b 

Tl  th    h  t,    h     I         t 

Adhra  1                 dhi,       dh  unfl, 

A  d    1  f  tl       i                t, 

P     hoot  d  1   wl        d  b  gl           a 

A  d    dl  !                    i    1 

WU  g      d  th       if  gl     d  b    1  d 

H     t  t    wk    1      h 

I            t  11    f        t             d 


C    Id  t 


Ip    b    b 


HI  f     I      t  ty  1        d 

NdUtb\  hdh        re 

H  t  d  t  tl     g       d 

Th    q     1.       g    p  m    dfu!  b 

StIIdk      ddk  twth      Id 

Dkasthdk  ftig 

A  d      t             d  tl  til         i 

S          1  t      d  t  t  t        t 

H  gl  tl  h     bl  d  1     d 

At  1  tl   th       1  I  b    k 

A  d   f  Id!  ti  y     d 

Th  f  1  i  ti     a  k 


h,  Google 


THE    WILD    HONTSMEK.                             571 

Opp               f          t        f 

\p    t  t    Sp    t     1     d       1  tool 

S              tGd&tgfthpo 

Tl                     f  thj       p      f  11 

' 

Be    h     d  t             th       h  th          d ; 

F                         tl       ft     ht  d  w  Id 

A.  d  1  t  tJn   f  t         f      t  tl      p      d 

G   1                  t         t             1        I  Id.  — 

T        h    h  d    0      fl    1      f        b       lare. 

W  tl   J  11       t   g  d  th    1       t    b    wn; 

Up  ras    th     W  Id               b     tl        h 

A  d  1            10  1        h      r;        d  bona. 

C  Id  p        d  th             t        f                 11 

1 

A                     Ibj,       t         g 

A   d  1     d       Id       Id        Ull 

B      git    t            d  t     p    t        t        ng. 

E    tl    i       1  tl         11   —H          tail          A: 

Pro      J"-      g     ft     wthmy      yU, 

M      d  w  th      Iph              fl  m       as       d 

Th           b        t       d  Q^     f   h  11 

Wh      gh    tlv  H                       t 

\V   11        )   I               b  t  d            t  t  11 

H       y    1  k        1     ht  1    H      g  gl 

H       t    d  tl               hy  h         f  1    11 

Tl     «  Idgm      fl               b     h       d    h    n, 

W  th  m    }         h     k     f  h  Ipless  w 

Bhdl        1       d        dlra          dhm, 

L._ 

'.a      Hkw>        dhl!      h 

h,  Google 


With  wild  desptur'e  reverted  eye, 

Close,  close  behind,  ho  rnarlis  llie  throng, 

With  bloody  fangs,  und  eagei'  cry ; 
In  frantic  feai'  he  scours  iilong 

Still,  atilJ  shall  last  the  drendful  chase, 
Till  Time  itself  shall  have  an  end  r 

By  day,  Ihey  scour  earth's  caverned  space, 
At  midnight's  witching  hour,  uscend. 

This  is  the  horn,  and  hoiinrl,  and  horse, 
That  oil  the  'lated  peasant  hears ; 

Appalled,  he  signs  the  frequent  cross. 
When  the  wilii  din  invades  ills  ears. 

The  wakeflii  priest  oil  di'ops  a  tear. 
For  human  pride,  for  human  wo, 

When,  at  his  midnight  mass,  he  hears 
The  infernal  cry  of  "  Holla,  ho ! " 
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WAR-SONG. 

To  huisi, .  w  horae!  the  standii'd  flieit, 

The  bugles  sound  the  call; 
The  Gallic  navy  stems  the  seas, 
The  voice  of  Battle's  on  the  breeze, 

Arouse  ye,  one  and  all ! 

From  high  Duneiiin's  towera  v"  come, 

A  band  of  brothers  true; 
Our  casques  the  leopard's  spoiia  minound, 
With  Scotland's  liardy  thistle  crowned  ; 

We  boast  the  red  and  blue. 

Though  tamely  crouch  to  Gallia's  frown, 

Dull  Holland's  tardy  train; 
Their  ravished  toys  tliough  Romans  mouni, 
Though  gallant  Switzers  vainly  spurn, 

And,  foaming,  gnaw  the  chain; 

O  I  had  they  marked  the  avenging  call 

Their  brethren's  murder  gave. 
Disunion  ne'er  their  ranks  had  mown, 
Nor  patriot  valor,  desp'rate  grown. 

Sought  freedom  in  the  ifravii; 

ShiJ!  we,  too,  bend  the  stubborn  Head, 

In  Pfoedom's  temple  bom, 
Drees  our  pale  cheek  in  timiti  smile. 
To  hail  a  master  in  our  isle. 

Or  brook  a  victor's  scorn  - 
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No!  though  destiTiction  o'er  the  land 

Come  pouving  as  a  flood, 
Tho  sun,  that  sees  our  faEin^  day, 
Shali  mark  our  sabres'  deadly  sway, 

And  set  that  night  in  blood. 

For  gold  let  Gallia's  legions  fight, 

Or  plunder's  bloody  gain; 
Unbribed,  unbought,  our  swords  we  draw. 
To  guard  our  King,  to  fence  our  Law, 

Nor  shttll  their  edge  be  vain. 

If  ever  breath  of  British  gale 

Shall  fan  the  tri-color. 
Or  footstep  of  invader  rude. 
With  rapine  foul,  and  red  with  blood, 

Pollute  our  happy  shore,  — 

Then  farewell  homo!  and  farewell  friends' 

Adieu  each  tender  tie ! 
Resolved,  we  mingle  in  the  tide, 
Where  charging  squadrons  furious  ride, 

To  conquer,  or  to  die. 

To  horse !  to  horse !  tho  sabres  gleam ; 

High  sounds  our  bugle  call ; 
Combined  by  honor's  sacred  tie. 
Our  word  is.  Laws  and  lAbeiig ! 

March  forward,  one  and  all ' 


h,  Google 


THE  NORMAN  HORSE-SHOE 


And  hsiiti  UPi's  dm  snA  anvil  s  ucds 
And  armorora  mtli  oi  toil 
Barb  many  a  step!  for  battle  8  broil 
Fiul  fall  the  hind  which  bends  the  sfeel 
Around  the  courser's!  tl  and  nii^  heel 
Ihat  eer  shall  dmt  a  sablp  wound 
On  ftjr  Glamorgint.  veliot  ground' 

From  Chepat  w  to  veri    pre  da  Ml  of   morn, 

W  83  heard    ta    tlip  bugle  horn 

And  fortli    in  baided  ponp  and  pnde 

"itout  LldTt  a  id  fiery  Neville  ride 

They  swore  their  b  nners  broai  bhould  gleanij 

In  cri  nson  light,  o  i  Ryi  iny  d  stream 

They  voned    Caciphihs  sod  should  ffeel 

The  Nnrmdn  ch  rg-ers  spurning  heel 

And  a  oth  they  tirorL  —  the  aun  arose, 
And  Rymnj  f.  wave  nitli  cuiitton  glows, 
For  Clares  red  banner   floating  wide 
Rolled  dovn  thp  strea n  to  Soveins  tide' 
And  sooth  they  vowed  —  the  trampled  green 
Showed  nlere  hot  Neville's  uharge  had  bppa 
In  everj   sable  I  oof  tramp  stood 
A  Norman  horseman's  curding  blood' 

Old  Chepstow  s  brides  may  curse  the  toil, 
That  anned  stout  Plaie  for  Cambran  broU, 
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Their  orphans  long  the  ai't  may  rue. 
For  Neville's  war-horae  forged  (he  shoe 
No  more  the  stamp  of  armed  sietHi 
Shall  dint  Glamorgan's  velvet  meiU' 
Nor  trace  he  there,  in  early  spnng, 
Savo  of  the  Fiuriea'  emenld  rrn^ 
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THE  DYING  BARD. 

DiMAS  Emlihn,  lament ;  fur  Uie  moment  is  nigh, 
When  mute  in  the  woodlands  thine  echors  sliall  die : 
No  more  by  sweet  Teivi  CadwHllon  shall  rave. 
And  mix  !iis  wild  notes  witli  the  wild  dashing  wave. 

In  spring  and  in  autumn  tliy  glories  of  shade, 
Uiihonored  shall  flonrish,  unhonored  ejiall  fade ; 
For  soon  shall  be  lifeless  the  eye  and  the  tongue, 
That  viewed  them  with  raptuie,  witii  rapture  that  sung, 

Tiiy  soiis,  Dinas  Emlinn,  may  march  in  their  pride, 
And  chase  the  proud  Saxon  from  Prestatyn's  side ; 
But  where  is  the  harp  shall  give  life  to  their  name  ? 
And  wliere  is  the  bard  shall  give  heroes  their  fame  ? 

And  oh,  Dinas  Enilinn !  thy  daughters  so  fair. 
Who  heave  the  white  bosom,  and  wave  tlie  dark  hair ; 
What  tuneful  enthusiast  shall  wowhlp  their  eye, 
Wlien  half  of  their  charms  with  Cadwallon  shall  die  ? 

Then  adieu,  silver  Teivi  I  I  quit  tby  loved  scene, 
To  join  the  dim  choir  of  the  bards  who  have  been ; 
With  Lewarch,  and  Meilor,  and  Merlin  the  Old, 
And  sago  Tttliessin,  high  harping  to  hold. 

And  adieu,  Dinas  Emlinn !  still  green  be  thy  shailes, 
Unconquered  thy  warriors,  and  jnatchless  thy  maids '. 
And  thou,  whose  faint  warbliugs  my  weakness  can  tell, 
Farewell,  my  loved  Hnrp  I  my  last  treasure,  farewell ! 
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THE  MAID  OF  TORO. 

0,  LOW  slioiie  tiic  sun  on  the  fair  bilte  of  Toro, 

And  weak  were  the  whispers  that  waved  the  darli  wood, 
All  as  &  fair  maiden,  bewildered  in  sorrow, 

Sorely  sighed  to  the  breezes,  and  wept  to  the  flood. 
'■'  0,  saints !  from  ilie  mansions  of  bliss  lowly  bending ; 

Sweet  Virgin !  who  hearest  the  suppliant's  cry  ; 
Now  grant  my  petition,  in  anguish  ascending, 

My  Henry  restore,  or  let  Eleanor  die ! " 

All  distant  and  faint  were  the  sounds  of  the  battle. 

With  the  breezes  they  rise,  with  the  breezes  tliey  fail, 
Till  the  shout,  and  the  groan,  and  the  conflict's  dread 
rattle. 

And  the  chase's  wM  clsunor  came  loading  the  gale. 
Breathless  she  gazed  on  tlie  woodlands  so  dreary; 

Slowly  approaching,  a  warrior  was  seen ; 
Life's  ebbing  tide  marked  liis  footsteps  so  weary, 

Cleft  was  his  helmet,  and  wo  was  bis  mien. 

"  O,  save  thee,  fair  maid,  for  our  armies  are  flying ! 

O,  save  thee,  fair  maid,  for  thy  guardian  is  low ! 
Deadly  cold  on  yon  heath  thy  brave  Henry  is  lying ; 

And  fast  through  the  woodland  approaches  the  foe." 
Scarce  could  he  falter  the  tidings  of  sorrow, 

And  scarce  could  she  lieai-  them,  benumbed  with 
despair : 
And  when  the  sun  sunk  on  the  sweet  lalie  of  Toro, 

For  ever  he  set  to  tlie  Brave  and  the  Fair. 
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H1:;U^VBLLYN. 


I  CLiiiBED  the  (Inrl!  brow  of  the  mighty  Hellvellyn, 
Laltes  and  mountains  beneath  me  gleamed  misty  and 

All  waa  Btill,  Eave,  by  fits,  when  the  eagle  was  yelling, 

Aad  starling  around  me  the  echoes  replied. 
On  the  right,  Strideo-edge  round  the  Hed-tam  was 

bending, 
And  Catchedicam  ils  left  verge  waa  defending. 
One  huge  naaieless  rock  in  the  front  waa  ascending. 
When  I  marked  the  aad  spot  where  the  wand'rer  had 
died. 


Dark  green  waa  that  spot  'mid   the  brown  mountain- 
heather, 

Where  the  Pilgrim  of  Nature  lay  strctclicd  in  decay, 
Like  the  corpse  of  an  outcast  abandoned  to  weather, 

Till  the  mountaia-winda  waslcil  the  tenantlesa  clay. 
Nor  yet  quite  deserted,  though  lonely  extended. 
For,  faithful  in  death,  his  mute  fav'rite  attended, 
Tlie  much-loved  remains  of  her  master  defended, 

And  chased  tlie  hill-fox  and  the  raven  away. 


How  long  ilidst  thou  think  that  liia  silence  was  slumber ; 
When  the  wind  waved  his  garment,  how  oft;  didst 

How  many  long  days  and  long  weeks  didst  thou  number 
Ere  he  faded  before  thee,  tiio  friend  of  thy  heart? 
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And,  oh !  was  it  meet,  tint,  —  no  requiem  read  o'er  him, 
No  mpther  to  weep,  and  no  friend  to  deplore  him, 
And  thou,  little  guardian,  alone  stretched  before  him, — 
Unhonored  the  Pilgrim  from  life  should  depart? 

When  a  Prince  to  the  fate  of  the  Peaaant  has  yielded, 
The  tap'etry  waves  dark  round  the  dim-lighted  hall ; 

With  scutcheons  of  silver  the  coffin  is  shielded. 
And  pages  stand  mute  by  the  canopied  pall : 

Through  the  courts,  at  deep  midnight,  the  torches  are 
gleaming ; 

In  the  proiidly-Qrched  chapel  the  banners  are  beaming ; 

Par  adown  the  long  aisle  sacred  music  is  streaming, 
Lamenting  a  Chief  of  the  People  should  fall. 

But  meeter  for  thee,  gentle  lover  of  nature. 

To  lay  down  thy  head  like  the  meek  mountain  lamb  j 
When,  wildered,  he  drops  from  some  cliff  huge   in 
stature, 
And  draws  his  last  sob  by  tlie  side  of  his  danj. 
And  more  stately  thy  couch  by  this  desert  lake  lying, 
Thy  obsequies  sung  by  the  gray  pioi'er  flying, 
With  one  faithful  friond  but  to  witness  tliy  dying, 
In  the  arms  of  Hellvellyn  and  Catchedicani. 
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Phillips,  Sa>rgisB»  f  Gmpani/'t  Piiilicalieni, 

LIBEAEY    EDITION 
STANDARD  POETICAL  WORKS. 

IN  UNIFORM  STYLE. 


TUFPEIL'S  POETICAL  WORKS ;  cinhraeing  Trorerbia] 
Philosophy,  Thousand  Lines,  Geraldinc.  Hactcnus,  and  Miscel- 
laneous FoEms.  Complete  in  1  xol,,  ISmo,  muslin,  fine  portrait. 
Price  Sl,00-  

COWPER'S  POETICAL  WOEKS ;  with  Life;  a  new  edi- 
tion, I  vol.,  12hio,  with  portrait.    Price  S1,00. 

POPE'S  POETICAL  'WOIIKS  ;  new  edition,  contMnbg  a 
Life  of  the  Author.    Piioe  SI,O0. 


1  vol,,  with 

BURNS'S  POETICAL  W0EK8 ;  enibraeing  aLifc  of  tlie  Au- 
thor, Glossary,  and  Notes.  A  new  edition,  \  vol.,  I2nio,  with  lui* 
portrait.    Price  «1,00.  

SCOTT'S  POETICAL  WOEKS;  with  a  Memoir  of  the  Aa^ 
Ihor,  embellished  with  a  portrait.     Price  g!,00. 

LirB,  GEMS,  AND  BBAOT'IES  OF  SHAKSPEAliE;  all 
embraced  in  1  vol.,  12mo,  containing  aii  fine  engravings  and 
portrait.    Price  gl,O0.  — — 

POETICAL  REMAINS  OS  HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE ;  con- 
taining a  Memoir  of  the  Author,  with  an  introduotorj'  chapter  on 
his  religious  and  poetical  development,  by  Eev.  John  Todd 
Price  g!,00. 


h,  Google 


FhiSipa,  Scanpmii  S;  Company's  I'ubticalions. 

LIBRARY    EDITION 
STANDARD  POETICAL  WORKS. 

IN  UNIFORM  STYLE. 


Tol.,  an 

HOWITT,  COOK  AND  LANGUON'S  POETICAL  WORKS  ; 
B  new  edition,  1  \o\.,  12mo,  neat  muslin.    Price  $1,00. 

MILTON  AND  YOUNG;  containing  ParadisB  Lost,  and 
Young's  Night  Thoughts,  a  new  edition,  complete  in  1  toI.,  I2mo, 
with  portrait.    Price  $1,00. 

OEOLY'S  BRITISH  POETS ;  combining  the  beanties  of  ths 
British.  Poets,  with  introductory  obsetrationB  by  Her.  George 
Croly,  1  vol.,  embellished  with  fine  steel  engravings.  Price 
SI,0O.  — 

THE  POEMS  OP  OSSIANj  a  new  edition,  containing  ten 
steel  engravingB,  and  printed  on  fino  paper,  1  Tol,,  12mo.  Prioe 
,81,00.  

IHOMSON  AND  POLLOK ;  containing  the  SeBBons,  by 
James  Thomson,  and  Course  of  Time,  bj  Robert  Foltok,  com 
plete  in  1  toI.,  12nio,  with  portrait.     Price  gl,nO. 

WORBSWORTH'S  POETICAL  WORKS  ;  an  entirely  new 
edition,  from  plates  just  stereotyped,  complete  in  1vol.,  12mo,  with 
pnrt™t.    Price  gl.OO.  

CAMPBELL'S  POETICAL  WORKS;  including  his  Pleas 
urea  of  Hope,  Theodoric,  and  MisceUaneous  Poems,  many  of 
whicli.  are  not  contained  in  the  former  editions.  Complete  in  1 
vol.,  12mo,  with  portrait.    Price  $1,00. 

The  above  poetical  works  are  uniform  in  siae  and  binding,  and 
are  sold  separately,  or  together.  Their  sizeand  style  considered, 
thoy  are  the  cheapest  library  editions  of  the  same  authors  before 
the  American  public. 
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Advice  to  Yonng  Ladies 
DUTIES  AND  CONDUCT  IN  LlFe. 

BY  T.  S.  ARTEUK. 
RigLt  iDDcleB  of  thmking  nro  tlie  basis  gf  oil  eatioct  mction.  It  ia  Iram 
llu9  CIU9II  tha.t  we  Hhill,  in  oddrnuing  out  vdiuie  friends  on  theii  duliet  tail 
Mndgciinlilo,oppoolBtonMWlh8irtadoniiLfaouI.v.  To  Iouid  !o  think 
[ishl  la,  Uieioibie,  a  mMlo/  of  pTlmar,  conoein.  If  then,  bo  light  mode, 
cf  tliialiine,  right  acduns  «ill  follow  08  a  natural  coniognonco.— «ilrM( 
JVm  EAa  jMAn-'i  /Hlraihicliiin.  Prieo  75  Cents. 


Advice  to  Young  Men 
DUTIES  AND  CONDUCT  IN  ilFB. 

BY  T.   S,   AETHUB. 
Tho  eim  of  tlio  snthDC  of  this  volume  hag  been  to  lead  young  men  tr>  Just 

read  it  ai'lt  should  be  read  cannot  fait  to  hsvo  tlicir  good  purpose)  alrenglh- 
ened,  and  tbcir  minds  olevntod  into  euunder  views  of  lifb  than  usualJy  pre- 
vail, the  writer  disntssga  It  Cram  iiia  hundg,  m,d  tuiiis  (0  otiier  mitton  da. 
maudinvhia  atlenLioiL  — AiifJior*3  Fr^'ue^  Frice  75  Conta 


The  Young  Lady's  Offering  ^ 

OR,  GEMS  0]V  PROSE  AND  POETM. 

laTlf,  oa  ile  litle  indicates,  ss  an  eccepUtile  ofierin:  Id' young  ludiei.     Priu 

The  Young  Man's  Offering; 


PEOSE  AND  POETICAL  WRITINGS 

OF  THE  MOST  EMINENT  AUTHORS. 
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Phillips,  Sampson  ^  Compani/'s  Pailieiitioaa, 

"""""biographies,  kc.  " 

Life  of  George  Washington, 

CwiammdeT'in-Chkfoftke  American  Army  Qiroiigh  tke  iJeti- 

olvtionary  fVar,  and  thejirst  President  of  tlie  Untied  Stata, 

BY  AABON  BANCROFT,  D.  D. 

|]tu3l>iusil  with  Eugiavings.    ISmo.,  tIusljR,£lI)0. 


1,  logeilier  wiih  liLs  public  ai 


IS  Engnivliigs.    ISmo., 


UEBOES  OF  Tim  AiHEBICAN  REVOLIITION; 

were  the  most  dislLniulsbed  in  llie  War  of  the  rndepf  ndence  of  Itae  Uniled 
BSalfiBi  also  embtocing  the  DecLataiion  of  IndEpendenco,  and  SigMis' 


PICTORIAL  HISTORY  OF  ENGUP, 


FILGRIN'S  PROGRESS, 
FROM  THIS  WORLD  TO  THAT  WHICH  IS  TO  ( 
BY  JOHN   BUNYAN, 

With  Notes,  and  a  Life  of  the  Author, 
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FMlHpi,  Sampson  *;  Company's  Publicaiiimt, 

LIBRARY  OF  NATURAL  HISTORY, 

ILLUSTRATED  WITH 
400    EIVCiRAVIMCiS. 
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DRAMATIC  WORKS; 


PROVERBIAL   PHILOSOPHY, 

A  BOOK  OF  THOUGHTS  AND  iRQUMENTS  ORIQ 

INAXLY  TEBATED. 

BY   MABTIW  FARQITHAR  TUPPEE,  M,   A. 


TBE  niSCK&KriO'S  TEXT  BOOK, 

ENGINEER'S    PRACTICAL    GUIDE; 

OonloiningBconcijairontiBe  of  l&s  nature  and  ar>pHcatioii  of  mechanical 
force,  i  aelion  of  giavily  (  Uio  olomcnW  of  machine^ ;  inlei  "J'^^^'^^^'^^i 

and  pressure  of  moieSa ;  wilh  tables  ot  Iho  welshtniHl  mWv«  atrenni 

flloDcegtei  City  Mothipo  Company.    Complete  in  1  vol.,  i9mo. 

To  tha  osietai  meebanie,  the  abova  »ill  bo  foimd  a  woiH  of  (ttvaloabli 
ilnily  lufoiBncB     Fries  81,00- 
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